3 * — 
A 8 = _ os -- 12 L 4 _- 


KING HENRY 


i 


[: 


- 
1 
FL 


- 


- 
= "i 


** N 

wp £4.44 _—— 0 W's WY - 

Sc . OR, T H N 6 
8 


a 


Conqueſt of France by the Engliſb. 


_ — 


8 
= * 
* 
* . 
1 1 r 
« & v © \ 


9 


N 
k A 
1 > 3 a, 
1 * 
N 
= 
4 5 * 
. 4 Ld 
: : 7 . 
. 6.2 »”% x A 7 1 
8 2 » * . \ 
_ . - * a 0 » 4 2 . 
\ L - 4 
. SY ” q o 
* a , ** 
= % 
i —_—_ . Me ab N 
| K Ll 
U \ - 1 
RAT 
b WAL of on f k 0 o . 
ef j l , - - - 
_ 9 
9 Q vu . 
« , 
+ : q * 
"* - — - 8 
» Ls 5 R 
o 
4 R 
LE 
5 
2 


= . 
| | As it is ACTED at the 
2 p< 5 * 

Tur 


3 — = 


* a 


ATRE-RovaL in Drury-Lane, 


* ” 


* 0 | | 
AXLES 1 2 1 8 1 2 — 4 
1 = — a — 9 — — 
” BY AARON HILL, , 
F. G | . b 
2, $A . P l "Law 
A 5 _ * 2 2 18 - | a - . " 6 
„ OR TT IL-0 * 4 
| . * 6 . * 
1 * * 7 tr Ei | r L 5 * — % , f E N ” 
. | 3 | . 
< Ma 2 * * 4 


y 54 


en. ti 


. A _— 


| 
0 


WE. I. ON. D O N: Th | 
. Printed for T. Low ND es, in 1 Fleet->treet, | 
— e . 47 


. 
3 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


King Henry, Mr, Booth. 
Dauphin, Mr. Wilks. 
King of France, | Mr. Thurmond. 
Princeſs Catharine, Mrs. Oldfield. 
Harriet, | | Mrs. Thurmond, 
Charlot, C Mrs. Campbell. 
Duke of Exeter, Mr. Mills. 
Duke of York, Mr. Cory. 

Lord Scroop, Mr. Williams. 
Duke of Bourbon, Mr. Bridgwater. © 
Duke of Orleans, Mr. Wat/on. 
Earl of Cambridge, Mr. Milli, jun. 
Sir Thomas Grey, Mr. Oates. 
French Officer, Mr. Roberts. 


4 Guards, Attendants, &c. 


| * IEF * N 


FEC 
reer 
NW NNW NN 
T. 0 ; 
EAD E N. 
HE inimitable'$Sþakeſpear, about a hundred and 
thirty Years ſince, wrote a Play, on this Sub- 
jet, and called it, The Life of King Henry 
the Fifth : Mine is a New Fabrict, yet I built 
on Hi Foundation; and the Reader, I am afraid, will 
k eaſily, diſcover, without the Help of a Compariſon, 
| in what Places I am indebted to him. | 
, The Succeſs, which this Tragedy will meet with on 
the Stage, is a Matter of no. Conſequence ; If it were 
by otherwiſe, I ſhould be ſorry to have miſtaken, ſo un- 
ſeaſonably, the Taſte of the Fa/b/onab/e ! There is a 
Kind of Dumb Drama / a new and wonderful Diſco- 
very! that places the Vit in the Heel: / and the Ex- 
perience of Both our 'Theatres might have taught any 
Writer, but ſo dull a one as I am, that the Harlequins 
are Gentlemen, of better Intereſt than the Harrys. 
The Maſters of the Stage act like very diſcreet 
Judges ; in falling in with a Humour, which they 
could not have oppoſed but to their Diſadvantage. 
What have They to do with Reaſon, to whom Folly is 
moſt profitable ? To fail with Wind and Tide is 
b ſafeſt, and moſt eaſy: Nor is it any Part of their Bu- 
fineſs, to ſtem the Current of the Times; and be 
Wiſe, with Empty Boxes. 55 
No Freneh Tricks, however, in the Days of 1 Hero, 
were able to ſtand before him: Fortune favoured him, 
then, againſt incredible Odds ! and who knows, (if 
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e Ladies will forgive me the Preſumption of com- 


paring Small Things with Great) but he may, now, 
come a Match, even for Exnuchs, and Merry- 
Qory, at Agincourt, was an Action not 
more wonderful! And it is, I fear,” become impoſſible, 
fince 1 have, imprudently, neglected to liſt thoſe Squa- 
drons of /ight-arm'd Forces, which have ſo often won 
the Day, for Our Leaders, in modern Poetry. 

How poor a Thing is Fame, when ſo wretchedly 


Yet the Vi 


+ caballd for! It is hard to diſti __ „which is ſtrangeſt, 


and moſt ridiculous; the Noife and Violence of ſuch 
Applauſe, in its firſt Breaking out; or the Suddenneſs, 
with which it flattens and leaves the Monſters aground / 
like that ſtrag ling ſnoal of Whales, which the ſea 
has, 1=tely, lifted into the meadows of Hamborough... 


After ail, I am ſanguine enough to hope, that a 
Yet, who would 


Taſte for Tragedy may be reſtored : 
not defpair of it, when it 1s deſerted by thoſe Great 
Spirits, whoſe paſt Actions muſt adorn it ! 
When a Name may be read in the Liſt of Opera Di 
rectors, which will furniſh the Poets, of Ages, yet 
come, with as wonderful a Character ! and with Con- 
veſts gain'd as nobly, over the French and Spanifs 
Arms, as any of the Edwards, or the Henrys, have 
left us, by the moſt glorious of their ancient 
Victories! _.. | | 1 
But, in all Events, I will be Eaſy, who have no 
better Reaſons to wiſh well to Poetry, than my Love 
for a Mitre, T ſhall never be- married to: Fo 


whenever I grow ambitious, I ſhall wiſh to build high 


and owe my Memory to ſome Occaſion of more Im- 
portance, than my Writings. 
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| ROM Wit's old Ruins, fpadow'd ver with Bays, 
We draw ſome rich Remains of Shakeſpear's Praiſe, 
Shakeſpear !-—:he Sound bids charm'd Attention avake : 
ſnd our aw'd Scenes, with conſcious Rev'rence, Shake! 
rduous the Taſk, to mix with Shakeſpear's Muſe! 
dais Game ! where All wwho play are Jure to loſe. - 
t————what our Author cou'd, he dar d to ry. 
And kept the fiery Pillar in his Eye. | 

Led by ſuch Light, as wwou'd not let him ſtray, 

He pickt'd out Stars from Shakeſpear's milky Way. 


Aly in 1be Cloud F Battle, Shakeſpear's Care, 
Blind with the Duſt of War, &erlootd the Fair: 
Fond of their Fame, we ſpew their Influence here, 
And place em twinkling through War's ſmoky Sphere. 
Without their Aid, we loſe Love's quick ning Charms 5 + 
And ſullen Virtue mopes in ſteril Arms, | 
Now, rightly mix d, th' enlivin'd Paſſions move : 
Love ſoftens War, ——and War invig rates Leve, 


& n that tew'ring Genius of the Stage, 
When, firft, His Henry charm'd a former Age 
*« Oh! for a Muſe of Fire, eur Canſe to friend, 
« That might Invention's brighteſt Heaw'n aſcend ! 
« That, for à Stage, a Kingdom might be ſcen ! | 
« Princes to act, grac d with their native Mien: 
% And Monarchs e behold tbe favelling Scene“ 
ben, like Himſelf, ould warlike Harry rie; 
% And, fir d with all his Fame, blaze in your Eyes ! . 
« Crouch'd at his Heels, and, like fierce Hounds, leaſp'd in, 
„ Sword, Fire, and Famine, with impatient Grin! 


A 4 6 Shau'd, 
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% Shou'd, fawning dreaatfiil ! but for Orders fay ; 
66 Ang, at his Ned — horrible away. 


No barren Tal t amuſe, our Scene imparts : 

t points Example at your kindling Hearts. 
| Me rk, in their Dauphin, to our King oþpos 4. 
T he diff rent Genius of the Realms diſclor'd: 
"There, the French Levity—uain,—beaffil, - 
Dancing in Death. gay, wwenton, fierce, and proud, 
Here, with a filent Fire, à temper'd Heat . 
Calmly reſoly'd, our Engliſh Bo/oms beat. . 


Art is too poor to raiſe the Dead, *tis true : 
© But Nature does it, by their Worth, in You! 
Dur Blood, that warm'd their Veint, fill fows the ſame 
Still feeds your Valour, and /upports their Fame, 


Ob! Jet it nuafte no more in Civil Farr : ' 
Ye for glorious F eme, in F oreign War, 
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rs 
The Engliſh Camp before Harfleur. 
| . 4 Chair of State. 

Enter Exeter, York, Cambridge, Scroop, Oer. | 


E.'&'E: F X. , 
KEENE OW, France, ſtand firm—See! where 
> Great Henry's Hand, 
> N 5 With thundring Summons, ſhakes the 
| Gate of Harflear, 
KKKNOK And ring War dawns horrible upon 
"Y Thee ! 1 „ 
"of. & Camb, Dreadfully footed on thy boaſt- 
ful Shore, . 
We feel thy trembling Genius bend beneath Us. 
 Scroop. Now all the Youth of Egan are on Fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance ſleeps in duſty Wardrobes ; 
Now, thrive the Armourers; and Honour's Flame 
Burns in the beating Breaſt of each rous'd Soldier. 
Gray. Ev'n the flow Ruſtick, fir d by fierce Example, 
To buy the Horſe, now ſells the ſlighted Paſture. 
. i Tori. 
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Dark. of noble Friends ! now! now ! our England 
ines! ö Bal 

Her ſhouting Cities pour their People forth, 

To aid their matchleſs King, with wing'd Deſire: 

High in the Air ſits wakeful Expectation! | 

And covers a drawn Sword with Crowns and Coronets, 

Promis'd to Henry, and his gloriqus Followers. 
Screop. The French, alarm'd at our. ſo ſwift Invaſion. 

Shake in their Fears; and, with pale Policy, 

Seek to divert our-threatning Purpoſes ! 

Encourag'd too, perhaps, by paſt Succeſs, 
They hope to fad ſome hollow Breaft amang Vas - 
O England + Model to thy inward Greatneſs! | 

Thou little Body with a mighty Heart! 

What might'ſt thou not attain, that Honour wiſhes, 

Were all thy Childrert kind, and natural! * 

Were all thy Subjects worthy their great King! 

Gray. The Courſes of our glorious Maſter's Youth. 

Promis'd not this 1 
Camb. The Joy that's leaſt expected bleſſes double. 
Exe: The Breath no ſooner leſt his Father's Body, 

But Wildneſs, mortify*d in Him, dy'd too; | 

Sudden, and bright, in that one dazzling Moment, 

Conſideration, like an Angel, came, 

And ftript th' offending Darkneſs from his Soul; 

Never was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made; 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, | 
With ſuch an heady Current, as in Him! 
York. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 
And, All admiring, with a raviſh'd Zeal, 
The pious Audience wiſh their King a Prelate! 
If he unravel the thick Web of Policy, | 
The wond'ring Stateſman ſpeaks, his Praiſe in Bluſhes > 

I He but talk of War, the Liſt'ners hear * 

A Battle's Terror, in the Charms of Muſiek; 

1 Soon as He ſpeaks, the hurried. Air grows calm, 

And dumb Amazement dwells on ev'ry Ear! 

1 | . Exe. How wond'rous was the Progreſs. of theſe 
= - Va.irirtues ! by 4965 12 
2 Ser. So grows the Strawberry beneath the Nettle, 
20 And wholſome Berries thrive, and ripen belt, 
1 Neighbourhaod: by Fruit of baſer Qualit: 


* 


| Thus 
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.- © The Conqueſt of France. 
Thus our wiſe King, obſcuring Contemplation 
Under the burrow'd Veil of youthful Wildneſs, 
Grew, like the Summer-Graſs, faſteſt by Night. 
Camb. What Anſwer, think ye, will the King return 
To this French Embaſſy? the rage Princeſs 
Wou'd hardly fail to ſtem the Tide of War, 
Wou'd they, with her, give up ſome Provinces ; 
But that vain Cavil of their Salle Law, 
He frown*d on, as *twas urg'd * 
Exe. He hears all gravely, | | 
And, now retir'd, as 1s his conſtant Cuſtom, 
In private, weighs their Words, and ſuits his Anſwer : 
See, where he comes, and ſmiles with awful Goodneſs 
Omnes. Health to your Majeſty. 


Enter King Henry, and fits. 


K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter ! and faithful York / 

And You, Lord Scroop ! Cambridge, and Gray! try'd: 
Friends! ; 

In whom a King may ſafely lodge Dependence |. 

Concerning this new Plea, fo warmly urg'd 

By theſe Ambaſſadors ; we pray You, tel Us, 

Why that fond Salle Law, they have in France, 

Or ihou'd, or ſhou'd not, bar our Right of Claim? 

Be careful how You wreſt, or bend, the Truth; 

Speak cautiouſly, and give us well-weigh'd Counſel. 
Exe. Clear is Your Title, as the Sun, dread Sovereign!“ 

There is no ſeeming Spot to dim your Claim; 

For while they vainly plead this Salic Law, 

To bar your Race from. urging female Right, 

Unmindful, that their own three Royal Races, 

All, from the Female, drew th' imperial Sway, 

They hide them in a Net, to wrong Your Title. 
K. as ſays th* expenenc'd Duke of York to | 

this? I 
York, A Truth ſo known can leave no Room for: 
Doubt ; 
Fold not Four bloody Enſigns, mighty Leader! 
Look back on your moſt fam'd of famous Anceſtors, 


Who firm'd this envy'd Claim, you now purſue; 

And here, in France, o'erthrew all France's Power! 

Whilſt his pleas'd Father, on a neighb'ring Hill, 
| | EVE Hemm'd: - 


V Hewey #hs Fifth+ Or, 
2 with unbuſied Squadvons, looking on, 
Stood ſmiling, conſeious of the Worth, he gave. 

K. Hen. Call in the French Ambaſſador ; for, now 
We ſtand confirm'd yet more,--and, by Heav'n's Help, 
And Yours, the noble Sinews of our Power, 


France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 
Or break'it into Pieces ; 


Enter the Duke of Bourbon, atm by French Officers. 


Not to anſwer 

The weak . you have urg'd a 

We would be glad to hear that other Meſſa 

From our IT Couſin Dauphin——He, w are told, 

Has ſent us ru Greeting ; pray ye ſpeak it. 
Bour, Pleaſe it Your Majeſty to give me leave, 

Freely to render what he gave in Charge? 

Or ſhall I, ſparingly, ſhew you, far o | 
The Dauphin's Meaning, ſoſten'd o'er with Shadings * 
K. Hen, We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 

Our Paſſions are the Subjects of our Reaſon : 


Therefore with an uncurb'd, and vigorous Plainnefs, | : 


Speak out the Dauphin's Meaning. 
Bourb. Thus then in brief: 
Your wer ag & invading France, in Claim 
Of certain Dukedoms, which call your Right, - 
By your great Predeceſſor, the Third Edward ; 
ba Autres to this Hope, our Prince, the Dauphin, 
1 * that your Aim ſavours too much of Vouth, 
And bids you be advis'd:— There's Nought in Frances 
That with a nimble Galliard can be won; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms, here! 
He therefore ſends vou, ſuited to your Spirit, 
A Tun of Treafure, and in lieu thereof, 
He, begs you let the Dukedoms, that you claim, 
Hear no more of you This the Dauphin =—_— | 
K. Hen. What Treaſure, Uncle ? | | 
Exe. Tennis-Balls, my Liege! 
K. He We are glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant =o 
And that he "feels his Country's Woe ſo li Wy * 
We'll furniſh fitter Balls ere long, than 


And, if he ſtands his Challenge, play a Sete. 
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Shall ſtrike his Father's Crown into the Hazard: 
* He with miſtaken Inſult wrongs our Nature, : 
Now Who, by our wild Days paſt, mand judge the preſent : 
lelp, 1 have, tis true, in England, ſlept too lo 


And, with a Spendthrift's Raſhnefs, * Fame; 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, * * 
Look like a King, and ſpread my Sails of Greatze/;, 
When I have rous'd me in my throne of France. 
| wY ; OW 2 ing riſes. 
Your pleafant Prince will mourn this vain Reproach, 
When his proud Soul, charg'd with its rifing Vengeance; 
Shall anſwer to the Widows, and the Orphans, | 
Id, Whoſe Huſbands, and whoſe Fathers, falling Towers 
* Shall bury quick beneath their batter'd Ruins; 
So get ye hence in Peace Give 'em ſafe Conduct. 


cert. 


{ Exit Duke of Bourbon. 
©» 188 Now, gallant Friends! the Soul of Eagland ſmiles ; 
ps * O! glorious Tort? Old as thou art, and drooping, 
&, 0 Thy ſleepy Spirits, rous'd by our Country's Hood: 

2 Start into Force, and ſnatch at future Action. 

ls, Enter an Officer from the Town attended by French 

| My Soldiers. 

Offc. The Citizens of Harfleur, much diftreſ#d,, 
5 Twixt Loyalty and Danger, greet your Majeſty. 
* K. Hen. How yet reſolve they? As I am a Soldier, 
„ A Name, that, in my Thoughts, becomes me beſt, 
If I am forc'd to finiſh but yon Battery, 

ances, PM bury your raſh City in by Aſhes ; 


The Gates of Mercy ſhall be ſhut againſt ve, 
And the fleſh'd Soldier, rough, and hard of Heart, 
In Liberty of bloody Hand, hal! ralige, 
With Conſcience wide as Hell :— hat is't to Me, 
If then blind War, when you yourſelyes are Cauſe, 
Match his foul Actions to his ſmear d Complexion! 
If your lov'd Infants ſhalt be mow'd like Graſs, 
And your pure Virgins meet hot Violation; 

with . What Rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, „ 

3 f down the Hill he drives his fierce Career? 

Therefore, while yet the cool and temperate Breeze 
Of Conduct overblows theſe Clouds of Rapine, 
Take Pity of your Town, and ſpare your * 
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14 King Henry the Fifth* Or, 
Oe. Their Expectation has this Day an End; 
The Dauphin, whom for Succour they intreated, 
Returns em, that his Powers are not yet ready; _ 
Therefore, Great King they yield to your hop'd Mercy 
Enter their Gates, diſpoſe of them and"Theirs, 

K. Hen, Stay, Scroep, and hold our Forces fit for 
___ Motion, 3344, 
[ Excunt, with the French and Engliſh Soldiers. 


King Henry, Exeter, York, 


Scr. My Lord of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray! 
It happens well, that we are thus together ; | 
Our Hope grows rich! The Dauphin ſcruples nothing; 
The Million of bright Gold, which we demanded, 
Whate'er we wiſh, is Ours, fo Henry dies. | 
Camb. My Letters ſpeak the ſame. 
Gray. And mane ; But tell me, N 
Think ye not this too much ? This Death of Henry? 
There, "Treaſon ſeems to wear too deep a Grain! 
Camb. I could be better pleas'd, were that excus'd us. 
Why ſhould it not ſuffice, that our Intelligence, 
Securely blaſting all His fear'd Deſigns, 
Prevents the threatned Ill, and ſaves their Kingdom? 
Scr. In Faith, my Friends! theſe Doubts diſgrace our 
| Purpoſe. | 
The Man, who pauſes in the Paths of Treaſon, 
Halts on a Quickſand, the firſt _ engulphs Him ! 
Why muſt I urge ſo oft your Wrongs by Henry? 
Have JE Both been. Sufferers ?—You, Lord Cam- 
ridge? 
Is not your Blood wrong' d? Yor#'s great Houſe de- 
thron'd ? Che ©: 6. 230 
And your juſt Claim robb'd of a Crown, your Due ? 
What is a Cauſe, if this can fail to move you? 
Sir Thomas Gray . Why muſt I ſtill remind you, 
What vile Indignities this Henry's Hate . 
Has heap'd upon your Perſon He's my Friend ! 
My Boſom-Partner ! Yet, like Roman Brutus, 
L ſacrifice his Love to Peace, and Liberty. 
Why look You pale then? and grow ſick with Horror? 
He, who betrays a Prince, He 5 to kill, 
Like ſome raſh Madman, holds a Lion's Tail, 


. 
» 


3 


= 


— 


hile th 
Camb. 


hate hi 


10 you, 


point ou 
Gray. 
hrice 1 


nd thri 


Drudges 


turdy-! 


roa i 


Sullied 
Fer. 


A VIE | - 1 * 
„ * 3 r 


The Conqueſt of France. 13 


id ; | f 
, hile the check'd Beaſt turns back in Rage, and tears 
3 Him: | 
Mercy ; Camb. More than the Thoughts of Death I hate 
| | This Henry, Faq 
fit for hate his Name, his Race, his Intereſt, Perſon ; 
To you, Lord Scroep, I lend a daring Will,. 
oldiers. doint out the Means, and lead me at your Pleaſure. | 
Gray. I cannot love a Man, who loves not me; 
hrice have I miſs'd a Suit, I ſtoop'd to kneel for, 
Gray! nd thrice ſeen Low- born Peaſant Clowns ſupplant me; 
| Drudges in War! the brawny Works of Nature 
thing ; turdy-limb'd Ruffians, fam'd for Fiſt, and Football; 
ed, Broad-ſhoulder'd Rogues, ſtrong- built to carry Armour, 


The human-Sumpter-Mules of haughty Harry / 
Fellows, whoſe Souls ſeem'd ſeated in their Stomachs !. 
The-Curſe of Poverty involve my Fortune 
entry? If T forget the Scorn, till I've reveng'd it. 
1! Scr. Fo Night, aſſembled in my Tent, we'll weigh 
$'d us. The faireſt Means to reach the Point in View ; 
Meanwhile—a Secret This !—You Both remember 
The lovely Harriet, my dead Brother's Daughter? 
om ? Gray. Alas I poor Harriet! ſhe, too, owes much to 
ce our | Henry ! 
The lawleſs Rover, ere his Father dy'd, 
While the griev'd Nation rung with his Debauches,, 
im ! Sullied your hapleſs Niece's Virgin Innocence. 
Ser. But, tir'd, like ſome mean Proſtitute, he left her; 
On poor Pretence, that, by his Father's Death, 
The Kingdom's Cares, reclining on Jus Breaſt, 


e de- Muſt baniſh Softneſs thence. So turn'd her off 
Diſgraceful, with the cold Confideration fy. 
ue? Of a vile Penſion, which, had ſhe accepted, 
Had doubly puniſh'd Her in baſe Reward ; 
du A ſharp Memento, to remind her daily, 
* 
That even her Pride was owing to her Shame! 
ad 1 Camb. Something, like This, Report brought ſcat : 
* ter'd to Me; 
I grieve to find it true and hop'd it Slander ; 
rror ?: Th' unhappy Lady, doubtleſs, feels. much Woe. 


Ser. No Woe, my Lord! the Blood of Scoop diſdains it. 

4 vs Her Soul, too ſtrong for Grief, boaſts nobler Paſſions ; 
Stung with the pointed Senſe of Shame, and Scorn, 

Ts e Shs 


16 Ning HENRY the Fifth: Or, 

She labours with Revenge, and aids my Plottings; 
Shading her Charms beneath a Boy's Appearance, 
She baffles the keen Eye of watchful Poliey, 
And works out Wonders for the Cauſe we ſtrive in: 
Six Days are paſt, fince I diſpatch'd her hence 
To the French Camp, whence I expect Her hourly, 
With Notices of more than vulgar import : 
My Lord, ſhe comes—Perhaps *twould be too ſudden 
At once to greet her with confeſs'd Detection; 
Pleaſe you a Moment to retire, and leave me, 
- By gradual Preparation, to inſtruct Her, 
How ſafely ſhe may truſt you with her Story. 

| Camb, The Caution ts well weighed. 
* _ Gray. Purſue your Purpoſe. | 

| [Exeunt Cambridge avd Gray, 

C Enter Harriet. 
Scr. Welcome thou guardian Genius of thy Country 
Born to revenge thy own and all our Wrongs! - 
Welcome as Peace to Scroop, or War to Henry. 

Har. O, Uncle! muft this Man for ever flouriſh ? 
Harfleur, as I now paſs'd, receiv*d him Congueror J. 
Ho long will he eſcape the Woes, he gives! 

When will he fall, and the wrong'd World have Juſtice ? 
But down, big Heart—to-morrow, from the Dauphin 
Your Hopes, I think, will all find happy End. 

* Ser. Saw you this peerleſs Pride of France, this Cæ 

therine-? | | 
Our Camp is fill'd with Rumours of her Beauty. 
Har. Beauty by Heaven, there's Meaning in 
that Queſtion, | 
And not in vain theſe French Ambaſſadors _ 
Have urg'd the Match with Catharine—O! no ſooner 
They ſpread the Net, than caught the willing Prey! 
This Traitor King, This Ruiner of Woman, 
Fir'd with her Praiſe, grows mad to have Her His; 
More to undo me, He would blaſt Himſelf ; a 
To heap more Shame, more Mis'ry on my Head, 
Wou'd meanly wed. his Country's D ; 
And lull a Wife to ſteep with my curſt Story. 


jet the jealous Fiend, that ſtarts within Thee, 
There 


Ser. 
dd quell theſe furious Sallies of thy Soul. 


Gray. 
uantry ! 
Iriſh ? 
ror ; 


uſtice ? 
auphin 


his Cæ 
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There is {me Reaſon in thy Fears? but none . 
In thy wild Tranſports. 
- Har. Reaſon? I deteſt it. 
"Tis that, which gives an Edge to all my Sufferings ! 
Am I not loſt, diſgrac'd, forſaken, ſcorn'd ? 
And owe I not this Ruin to my Love? 
Has not the Man I doted on, deſtroy'd me? 
He, for whoſe ſake I had no Ear for Honour ! 
Has he not left me like a common Creature, 
And paid me, like a Proſtitute? Death find Him! 
Has he not offer'd me a ſaucy Penſion, 
Told out the Hire of Infamy ? and judg'd , 
Wealth an Equivalent for my Undoing ? 


Has he not dar'd all This? — and does he now, 


While my Diſgrace is new, freſh blown, and flagrant 
Now, does he think to live, and wed another |! | 
Calm? No—Ler Cottage Fools, with helpleſs Sighs, 
Bewail their ruin'd Innocence My Soul, | 
Full charg'd with Hate, and Pride, breaks out in Paſſion, 
Bold as my Wrongs, and dreadful as my Purpoſe. 

Scr. At leaſt be moderate, till — 

Hay. Touch me not ö 
For there's a Flame, that blazes round my Heart, | 
Will catch, and burn You up, like Fire-touch'd Flax: 

Wou'd You be heard with Patience, teach my Fury, 
Inſtruct my Wiſhes ; Let me kara a Way, 


To leave my outſtript Will behind my Vengeance; 


Teach me to hunt him thro? the Nights ſill Dreams; 
To pinch his Soul with Woe, his Heart with Pain, 
To rack his reſtleſs 'Thoughts with Diſcontent, 
To wear away his Life in endleſs Agony, 
And feaſt upon the Joy of his Deſtruction. 
Scr. Retire, where leſs obſerv'd, I may convince Thee, 
That this new-offer'd Match is yet an Embryo; 
Is yet rejected, and, perhaps, diſlik d! 
For I but doubt from ſome dark Words of Henry's, 
What You, with wild Exceſs of Fear, confirming, 
With needleſs Rage perplex your hurried Soul, 
And drive th* unwilling Torment thro? your Boſom. 
Har. And was it a, 4 Doubt then ?—Pardon me, 


In generous Pity of my loſt Condition! . 
Who f 


that is wrong'd like me, can fit down tamely, 


2 


I 


18 King 'Hewzv the Fifth.: Or, 

And, with dull Goodneſs, bleſs th' Undoer's Wiſhes ? 

You have forgiv'n me but the barb'rous World 

Meet me with ſpeaking Eyes, and filent Scorn 5+ - 

The baleful Brow of each proud Girl upbraids me; 
Where &'er I go, ſome new-born Anguiſh finds me; 

And, when I ſtrive to drown the hated Memory 

Of my paſt Guilt, ſome keen Reproach,  unmeant, 

Strikes on the jarring String, untunes my Soul, 

And rouſes the pale | brave of my Shame : f 

Heay'n ! muſt the Traitor Man purſue our Sex, 

With reſtleſs Artifice, and labour'd Vileneſs; 

Hunt us thro? all the Wiles, and Turns of Caution, 

Till tir'd with vain Defence, his Snares ſurround us ; 

And ſhall he then, when, pitying his feign'd Torments, 

wn give him ap our All ſhall he then ſhun us ? 

ith cold Diſdain, or curſt Indifference, - 

Repay the Fierceneſs of a Flame he rais'd ? 

And ſhall we not revenge the Traitor's Falſhood ? 

Religion never ſpoke it Only Saints, 

And cool-foul'd Hermits, mortify'd with Care, 

And bent by Age and Palſies, whine out Maxims, 

Which their briſk Youth had bluſh'd at. 

Scr. Gentle Harriet | 
No more the Means are rip'ning for a Purpoſe, 
Which, once ſycceſsful, will repay thy Sorrows + 
Back on his Head, who caus'd them Thou ſhalt 

have Means 
To attend Exeter to the French Camp; 
There, furthering our Intent, as I'Il inſtruct Thee, 
Crown wiſh'd Revenge, and diſappoint this Marriage. 

Har. O! Uncle, you are wiſe, and ſhall conduct me; 
Loft as I am, I dare beyond my Sex: 
Danger is ſcorn'd, when Life becomes a Burden ; 
And yet, my Soul, impartially ſevere, . 8 
Say, what but thy own Weakneſs caus'd this Ruin? 


Cou'd Women be, at once, in Love, and wiſe, 
And drive the Tell-tale Softneſs from their Eyes; 

Th encourag'd Tempter cou'd not, then, betray, 
Aw'd by cold Looks, thoſe Rubs in Paſſion's way; 
Then All his Arts wou'd ſooth our Sex in vain, 
Nor Hours of Bliſs be paid with Years of Pain. 


— 


ACT 


or Peace 
ho* no f 
but that T 
hould, a 
he preſe 
Or Hare- 
ler Scept 
by a vain, 
L hat Dan; 
Orl. Id. 
Queſtion 
Vith what 
ow well 
lo Cauti 
ow territ 
nd You 
but cloth'd 
As {ſkilful . 
Yhich ſho 


= 1 
= 
o - 
9 » 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


TIIEENSE 


n > 
FTE " p ey a. - 
a 
* 


1 


l a The Conqueſt of France. 
7+ . | 


S'C'E NE, | The French Camp. | 


FzxENCH Ki N 0. 


Council. 


ing of France, Dauphin, Duke of Orleans, as in 


OUSIN of Orlzans, is their March confirm'd ? 
Orl. ”Tis certain they have paſs'd the River 


nd Fear may teach us, from our late Ex 
hat we can never be too provident ; 

or England her Approaches makes, as herce, 
Ls Currents to the ſucking of a Gulph. _. 


Soam, 


9 


* 


amples, 


Dau. That we ſo timely arm'd was well advis'd, 
or Peace itſelf ſhould never ſleep fo ſoundly, 
ho? no fear'd War or Quarrel were in Queſtion, 


zut that Defence, and warlike Preparation, 
hould, at due Diſtance, awe the Eye of Boldneſs : 


he preſent Cauſe, however, gives no Fear, 
or Hare-brain'd England is ſo idly King'd, 


| hat Dange 


ler Sceptre ſo fantaſtically borne, 

yy a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous, Youth, 

r dwells not in her Menaces. 4x 
Orl. I doubt, Prince Dauphin! we miſtake this King; 
Queſtion your Grace the late Ambaſſadors, | 
Vith what grave State he heard, and anſwer'd them: 


low well ſupply'd with noble Counſellors, 


low cautious in Exception ; but withal, 
ow terrible in conſtant Reſolution ! 


nd You ſhall find, his youthful Vanities 


— 


* 


But cloth'd Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As ſkilful Gard'ners thickeſt earth the Plants, 
Viach ſhou'd firſt ſhoot, and riſe moſt delicate. 


Dan. 
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Dax. Well! *tis ſcarce ſo, Lord of Orlean: hence 1s 
But let us think it ſo, it is no Matter! not thei 
In Cauſes of Defence, tis beſt to weigh des not t 
The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, n their | 
Fr. King. Be it as *twill ; think we King Har ire the 
. . | | id ſhall 
And Princes! look ye ſtrongly arm to meet him; |! for tl 
The Kindred of him have been fleſh'd upon us; us not 
And He is bred out of that bloody Strain, d to ou 
'That haunted us in our familiar Paths : eat in o 
Witneſs our much too memorable Shame, r. King 
When mangled France groan'd loud at Crefj's Field, Mate Ad- 
And Horror, circling thence, Cartbadowd All. Dan. Yo 


Enter Duke of Bourbon. "MT 


Ber. The Duke of Exeter, from England's King, WF" of mo 
Aſks Audience of Your x7 ant 6 | ſt new-f 
Fr. King. Say, Couſin Baurbon, how near our Campe bid u 
| ey he? d teach. 
Bour. So near, that Exeter this Morning left em. all our 
Fr. King. You ſee, this Chace is hotly follow'd, d that v 
riends ! | er Duke 
Daz. 7 Head, and ſtop Purſuit then Coward 
ogs | 
Moſt fpend their Mouths, when what they threaten run Lig 
Fartheſt before them Good my Sovereign! xe, He 
Take up the Exg// ſhort, and let them know d wills! 
Of what a Monarchy You are the Head; ely the 
Self-Love was never half ſo vile a Sin, nex'd by 
As Self. neglecting: If they be not fought withal, I te fam 
Let us not live in France; Let us quit All, d that . 
And give our Vineyards to a barb'rous People, m the d 
Fr. "Oy, Tis ſtrange, methinks, that a few Spray: _ 
3 „ Wu. 
Our 3 on a wild and ſavage Stock, f m the 1 
Shou'd ſhoot thus ſuddenly into the Clouds, from y 
And overtop their Grafters. your lay 
Bor. Baſtard Normans ! | m Him, 
Death to the Fame of France, if they march on, 5 is His 
And are not, met and fought, Pl fell my Dukedom. els the 
Fr. King. Admit the Duke : We'll give him preſent ga ſe 
Audience. 125 [ Exit Bourbon. 


Da. 
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_ The Conqueſt of France. 21 
Dau. Shame of Arms! © _ 
hence is it that theſe Exzg/;b have their Mettle ? 
not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
des not the Sun, in Spite, look pale upon them ? 
n their boilꝰd Water, muddy Barley Broth, 
pire their Blood with fuch a warlike Heat? 
id ſhall ours, ſpirited with Wine, be froſty ? 
for the Honour of our bluſhing Country! 

us not hang like roping Iſicles, 

'd to our Houſe's Thatch, while this cold People - 
eat in our Sun, and fatten on our Shame. 

r. Kings Be not too raſh—a Kingdom's Care requires 
late Advice, and cool Reſolves, in Danger. | 
Dax. Your Pardon, Royal Sir! by Faith, and Honour, 
r Madams mock us, and, in plain Terms, ſay, 
r-Mettle is worn out; and that theſe Englifs, 

n of more promiſing, and active Mould, 

| new- ſtore France with baſtard Warriors; 

ey bid us to the Exgh/b Dancing-ſchools, 

d teach la Valta's high, and ſwift Curranto : 
un. all our Grace, they ſay, is in our Heels, 
follow 'd, d that we are moſt lofty Runaways! 5 


ir Duke of Exeter, condudted by Bourbon, attended 


ans ! 


Field, 
XII. 


King, 


ur Camp 


Coward J Harriet, and other Englilh. 
aten runs Ang. What would our Brother of England? 
ereign Exe, He ts You, Sir; £4 
* d wills You to diveſt your borrow'd Glories; | 
ely the Crown, and all the wide-ſtretch'd Honours, 
nex d by Cuſtom, and the Growth of Time, a 
ie ithal, the fam*d Throne of France, with all her Dukedoms 
* d that you x not ſtile it an old Claim, 
le m the dry Duſt of dark Oblivion rak'd, 
1 Spray: ſends you this moſt memorable Line ; 
P re, when you have o'erlook'd his Pedigree, 
m the Third Edward evenly deriv'd, 
from your Juſtice, hopes the Reſignation 
your large Kingdom, indirectly held 
m Him, the Native, and True Challenger : 
1 is His Claim, and here my Purpoſe ends, 
Lukedom, es the Dauphin be in Preſence —— To Him 


im preſent I © ſeparate Greeting. 
Bourbon. | 


Ky. 


14 | k ,- — 
22 King Hzxäv the Fifth: Or, 
Dax. For the Dauphin . ö 
I ſtand to anſwer; What to him from England ? 
Exe. Defiance, ſlight Regard, Contempt, or any Thing 
Which may not milbecome the mighty Sender; 
If, by the Grant of all Demands at large, 
You not atone your late preſumptuous Inſult, 
He'll call You to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That France ſhall tremble for Her Prince's Folly. 
Dau. Tell the too Proud Invader, that our Arms 
Cou'd,at loſt 55 wats Gate, havecheck'd hisRaſhnei 
But 'tis held wiſe to wait an Injury's Ripeneſs 
And then to bruiſe it Harry's a Man of Health, 
But his poor Realm will ſicken at this War, 
And his Exchequer die of a Conſumption, _ 
Catch'd, in repaying France her little Loſſes. 
Exe: There let it reſt—our King in Perſon come 
Act as you ſpeak, and he'll forgive you all. 
Fr. 5 We will in Council weigh th' import: 
eſſa 17647 
And you ſhall be difpatch'd with fair Conditions, 
| Exeunt Omnes, but the Dauphin and Ha 
Dau. What new Diſcovery makes the friendly Scr 
That brings my little Hermes: back ſo ſuddenly ? 
Har. Great Prince, your Engliſh Friends commt 
| them to you : TC 
The Gold, your Bounty's Pledge, they have recei 
And, with due Thanks accept the Princely Favour 
Warmly inſpir'd with Zeal Sr Peace, and You : 
Their earneſt Care is bleſs'd, by full Detection 
Of a baſe Plot, to ſhake your Country's Quiet, 
With the deceitful Hand of feign'd Accord, 
Dau. Come to my Arms, theu more than manly Sp 
Dreſs'd in a Woman's Softneſs ! why, Thou Charm 
Thau Angel of a Traitor! what a Treaſure 
Of Honour and Reward does All France owe 'T i 
Say, my Endymion! my Adonis ! tell me, 
What wou'd thy Country do ?=—Can Erglibmen 
Be Plotters Policy, and They, of old, 
Convers'd, like Strangers; Good, rough, be 
Meanings, eite 
Plain Truths, and ſturdy Blows, were what they dea 
If they turn Stateſmen, twill, indeed, concern us. 
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Foorly, and at a Diſtance! Hang me out, 
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The Congue of France. 2 3 


Har. I am to urge your Highneſs's Conſent, 
That you wou'd hear my Meſfage in the Preſence 
Of your illuſtrious Siſter. 1 

Dau. My Siſter ? Does it then concern the Mar- 

napge ? * . 

Har. It does ſurpriſingly. _ | 

Dau. By Heaven, it pleaſes me; I'll bripg Thee to 

Her. Na I ZExeunt. 
SCENE changes to the Princeſis Pavilion. 

The Princeſs, and Charlot. 


Prin. No, no, my Charlet ! I diſdain the Motive; 
Love is a Flame, too bright, too clear, to burn 
As Intereſt bids it — >} imports it me, 
That coward France can ſhake at ſudden Danger? 
What are my Father's Fears to my AﬀeCtions ? 
Shall I, becauſe this hot-brain'd King of England 
Sweeps o'er our Land with War and Devaſtation, 


Shall I, for That, grow fond of the Deſtroyer ? 


Smile at the Waſte of his unpuniſh'd Inſolence, 
Throw myſelf Headlong into hoſtile Arms, 
And fell my Peace of Mind, to fave my Country ? 
Rather ſhall Death poſſeſs me, than this Harry. 

Char. O!] who can blame you for ſo juſt an Anger! 
How could your Royal Father think ſuch Ruin ? 


Such Blaſts to nip your Joy ?—what! croſs the Ocean, 


To waſte your lovely Youth in a cold liland, 
Cloudy, and dull! cut off from all Mankind, 
Stormy, and various, as the People's Temper ! 
While the wide Continent is fill'd with Kings, 
Who court your Beauty, and wou'd die to vleaſe you. 
Prin. Am 1, . they call my Father Sovereign, 


Jo be the Slave, the Property, of France? 
Can nothing buy their Peace, but my Undoing ? 


How nobler were it to quell Rage with Fury ! 

In Arms to check the bold Invader's Pride, 
Meet Storm with Storm, and buckle in a Whirlwind ! 
Then, if the dire Event ſwept me away, 

My Ruin, though 'twere dreadful, would be glorious; 
But to hold out a Proffer of my Perſon, v9 4 


Like 


3 q 
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24 King Henzy the Fifth: Or, 
Like a ſhook Flag of Truce !-—oh ! 'tis a Meanneſs! 


That ſhames Ambition, and makes Pride look pale! 
Where is the boaſted Strength of Manhbod now ? 


3 2 were mine the Sceptre, 
I wov'd turn 4 


AED] — Softneſs hid 
In glitt'ring Steel, and my plum'd Helmet nodding 
—— —— F. wou'd meet 
This Henry with a Flame more fierce than Love. 


0 Enter Dauphin and Harriet. 


Das. How's this, my Siſter ? Fir'd with Rage, and 


Menace ? 
What hapleſs Obje& has inſpir'd this Tranſport ? 
Prin, The Kingdom, Brother; Is it then a Wonder, 
That I, with due Diſdain, receive the News, 
That I am doom'd your Victim? 
Das. — have 1 Ni | 
Tis on that Subject, I would gladly peak, | 
And wiſh your private Ear. [Exit Charlot. 
. his gentle 2 1 
, 'expenienc'd Friend of France, brings ſome Diſcovery, 
Which nearly touching your lov'd Intereſt, moves me 
To hear th' im Meſſage in your Preſence. 


Har. Oh! matchleſs Pattern of imperial Beauty! 


That Heav'n, that gave you Charms, protects em 
ſtrongly : : | 
Your Royal Father, the known Friend of Peace, 
Still nobly anxious for his Country's Safety, 
Sent a late Embaſſy, and offer d You : 
_ You, fam d for Beauty! You, much more a Princeſs 
By your diftinguiſh'd* Charms, than by your Birth. 
Prin. "Tis well, Young Orator! Flatt'ry, I find, 
Is of your Iſland's Growth; ſo warm a Vice 
Cou'd not, I thought, have brook' d fo raw a Climate. 
Dau. On with thy Tale If Flatt'ry is a Sin, 
Her Mercy has been taught to give it Pardon. 
Har. I need not tell you, how our ſtubborn Monarch, 
Safe in blind Diſtance, and a Stranger 
To thoſe all conqu'ring Eyes, refus'd the Offer; 
| N a Gem, whoſe countleſs Value, known, 
ill make Refuſal its own Puniſhment : 
Vet as reſus dq But when th* Ambaſſadors 


Were, 


and 


In which, forgetful of his boaſted Plainneſs, 


Forewarn'd by this Intelligence, we'll match Him | 
With Freaſons, which become a Man's Deſigning : 


_ 

n 
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The Conqueſt of France. 25 
Were, with ſevere Defiance, ſent away, 
Henry a ſudden Council call'd together; 


That open, ' honeſt, Heart, he would lay Claim to: 
He told his Lords, and gain'd their joint Concurrence, 


| That, when advanc'd ſtill farther into France, 


When F = and Sword ſhould ſpread his Fame before 

im, | 
Means would be found to cloſe with courted Peace, 
And wed the Princeſs with improv'd Conditions ; 
Tis true, he cry'd, I hate Her, for her Race, _ 
But what has Love to do in Prince's Weddings ? 1 
The Match will ſerve to lull their Arms aſleep; | | 
And, when that fair Occaſion ſmiles upon me, 1 
III ſeize th' unguarded Kingdom 
Da. Why, tis well! 3 


He weaves the Web too courſe ; not every Will 


Is fram'd for Miſchief Policy requires N F 
Spirit, and Thought! mere Blood and Bone can't ; 
reach it. 4 1 


Prin. You; Brother, may content yourſelf with That; 
But I not brook ſo well the Shame deſign'd me Þ 
I am, on Both Sides, then, the Toy of State 1 
One King's Condition, and the other's Engine! 

The Tool, which Harry's Treaſon is to work with! 

Whence ſhall I borrow Rage to ſpeak my Anger ? 

O! aid me, all ye Stings of Indignation ! 

Lend me thy Gall, thou bitter-hearted Jealouſy ! 

And wy Fury, that can laſb, aſſiſt me 

What will my Peaceful Father ſay to this? 

Ves! He has choſen nobly for his Daughter! 

Charles has a gen'rous Son-in-Law in Harry / | 

O France ! what lazy Froſt has chill'd your Blood? 

Where is that Pride of Arms, that boaſted Courage, 

Which your vain. Tongues are ſwell'd with ? | 
Where's the Sul, | : 

That, in the warlike Gauls, your, glorious Anceſtors ! 

Shook the proud World, and ſham'd the Roman Ce/ar: ? 

If there remains the Shadow of paſt Glory, 

If any Spark yet glimmers 1 your Breaſts, 


ot 


* T „ N a4 Ld * . * . ** * - 
f Y y 2 4 
— ” 'F- „ CAS 1 


a6 Mig Hug the Fifth: Or, 


* Of your once furious Fire, Go, down upon Him; V 
Scatter his Army, like the Wind · driven Sands, T 
Seize him alive, and bring him me a Priſoner. 8a 

Dau. Prithee, no more 01 this vain, Woman's, Raving; A 
What we can do, we will: But, for the Marriage; W 
Spite of this new-giv'n Argument, I fear, | W 
My Father's Love of Peace will force it forward. Bi 
Prin, Sooner ſhall the two Kingdoms join their Cliffs, A 
And, ruſhing with a ſudden Bound, together, C 
Daſh the dividing Sea, to waſh the Clouds. O 

Har. What I have ſaid, your Highneſſes will hold IL. 
As a fair Proof, however elſe 4 — 

That you have watchful Agents; - well they know 


The faithleſs Henry's Love of Change, and Roving ; 
And, when they thought, with Pity, on the Crowds, 
The countleſs Crowds of Beauties, He has ruin'd, 
Then ſcorn'd, and left for new ones, they grew ſad, 
And, ſighing, told each other, *twere a Shame, 
The lovely Princeſs ſhou'd be match'd ſo ill! 


Enter Duke of Bourbon, 


Bour, Prince Dauphin! our Deſigns miſcarry widely; 
Your needful Preſence, only, can 4 us: 
* The King, hemm'd in with cringing Paraſites, 
VDoebates, what Anſwer ſhould be ſent to Henry - 
And ſeems determin'd to 2 an Interview 
4 Wich Eng/and's King, a eful Interview ! 
| Jo urge this Match 5 
Har. O, Madam, ſtrive to croſs it ; 
Or you are loſt for ever Henry's Eye, 
Shou'd he once ſee Vou, will reform his Will, 
And he'll forego the Crown to conquer You. 
Dar. Tarry, till-I-return, with ſwift Inſtruction, 
What Anſwer you ſhall bear our Exg/iþ Friends. 
| [Exeunt Dauphin and Bourbon. 
Prin. —What! and no more, than ſo? gone thus, 
and left me | 
Diſtracted, unaſſur'd, and torn with Terrors? 
O! periſh all the wily Aims of Policy! 
Theke Stateſmens Craft confounals the tortur'd World: 
And Truth, and Innocence, are hunted by them. 
© hard Condition ours! twin-born with oe ! 
| { | What 
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What infinite Heart's Eaſe does high Birth loſe, 
That the low World enjoys !—and what boaſt we, 
Save Ceremony, which low Life has not too ? 


And, what art Thou? thon, Idol Ceremony? 


What elſe, but Place? Degree, and empty Form? 
What drink'ſt thou of, inſtead of Homage ſweet, 

But poiſonꝰd Flattry ?—O! be ſick, vain Greatneſs; 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee Cure ? * 
Canſt thou, when thou command'ſt the Beggar's Knee, 
Command the Health of it?—No, thou proud Dream ! 


_ Laid in thy high-rais'd and majeſtick Bed, 


Thou- ſleep'ſt leſs foundly, than the wretched Slave; 
Who, with full Body, and a vacant Mind, 
Gets him to Reſt, cram'd with diftreſsful Bread, 
Never ſees horrid Night, that Child of Hell! 

But ſweats in the Sun's Eye, from Riſe to Set, 

And follows ſo the ever-rolling Year, 

With profitable Labour to his Grave ! 

And, but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 

Winding up Days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep, 
Has greatly the Advantage of a King ! 

But I neglect the Stranger Gentle Youth ! 
Forgive me, that my Sorrows, breaking o'er me, 


Halt drown'd Remembrance of the Thanks I owe Tou; 


Why look you ſad ?—does any Grief oppreſs you? 
Har, Alas! great Princeſs! Grief, and I, have long, 

Too long, been join'd—Perhaps, 'twou'd tire your Ear, 

. — oh with a Tale of private Woe; 

Elſe, I could melt your Pity into Tears, 

And force ſome Sighs, to honour my Diſtreſles : 

I have a Siſter—Ah! no I had a Sifter ! 

Whom flatt'ring Lovers call'd her Scx's Wonder! 

Deeeitful Henry ſaw, and, ſeeing, lov'd Her: 

He-knelt=——he ſwore he pray'd 

he threaten'd 


Like Heav'n, he promis'd Joys, beyond expreſſing : 


My Sitter, long reſiſting, felt, at laſt, 
The riſing Paſſion ſwell her ſtruggling Soul; 
The kindied Fire grew ftronger 55 Reſiſtance, 
And warm'd her flow Deſire to yielding Ruin: 
There broke the Charm 

„ vanifſh'd, 
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And bitter Penitence, and conſcious Guilt, 


Became the gnawing Vultures of her Boſom; 

The treach'rous Prince no longer vow'd a Paſſion, 

But baſely ſhun'd the Wretchedneſs he caus'd. 
Prin. See if the tender,Creature does not weep ! 

Alas! thy mournful Story fills my Heart 

With Grief, almoſt as pow'rful as thy own; 

Truſt me, 'twas baſe in Henty, thus to leave Her. 


Har. O Princeſs! He's a general, known Deceiver ! 


Far may your Fate divide you from his Wiles ! 
I could {well Time, and wear away the Sun, 
In diſmal Stories of his perjur'd Loves. 


Re-enter the Dauphin. 


Dau. Curſes unnumber'd blaſt the cank'ry Breath 


Of yon vile 8 f I came too late; 
The mean Re 


The two Kings meet, and all my Hopes are Air. 


Har. Something muſt be reſolv'd, that may prevent 


This dang'rous Treaty, or you're loſt for ever. 


Dau. Fear not, ll manage All to our Advantage 5 
Here, within, 


But let us waſte no Moments ;— 
I will inſtruct you further in my Purpoſe, 

Now Fortune aid me, and inſpire my Soul 
With Force, theſe peaceful Counſels to controul ; 
Meekneſs, tho' wiſe, ſits tott'ring on a Throne; 
And ſuff*ring Kingdoms King's falſe Steps atone : 
In me let France her ancient Fire reſume, 
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SCENE, A French Pavilion. 


. WY „ R _ by 


"Princeſs,  axd Charlot. 


PRINCES 8. 


Charlet ! how will this new Trial ſhake me! 
What ſhall I do to arm my threaten'd Mind 
2 Againſt th' Aſſaults of Madneſs ?--Tyrant Duty! 
Why are thy Laws ſo binding ? If Obedience 
Mutt thus be blind, then, fare! Command ſhou'd fee 
With Eagle-Ey'd Diſcernment !—Unkingly Father! 
As if, to offer me, were Shame too gentle; 

Curſe on the bluſhful Thought !—-I'll go to meet him | 
Meanly obtrude myſelf upon his Scorn, we 
And hear the Bargain of my Price debated ! 

Is this to be a Princeſs ? Periſh Pride! 
Oh let my baſe Example tcach the Humble, 
How happy tis to ſtand below Ambition. 
Char, Were my poor Counſel worthy your Attention, 
There's yet-a Way, perhaps, to move the King ; 
His Tenderneſs is equal to his Fear, | 
And may be mov'd to counterpoife Your Danger: 
Diſcloſe, with ſpeaking Tears, the fatal Sec ; 
Tell him, how All Your Heart, already ſill'd, 
Has Room for no new Comer. 
Prin, Art thou mad? 1 
That were a dreadful Means to wound me d- eper : 
The Pride of State would then new-fire his Anger, 
And I, by Force, driv'n on, to wed this Monſtar, 
This fighting Dæmon in the Dreſs of Royalty 
Should loſe all Hope once more to fee the Stranger, 
The loy'ly, unknown, Conqu'ror !—whoſe Addrefies, 
Whoſe, not to be deſcrib'd, un- nam'd, Perfections, 
| 3 3 Twelvo 
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Twelve long Months ſince firſt charm'd my liſt'ning Soul” 

Spite of unequal Birth, to wiſh him mine, 

And even tho* hated England gave him Being. 

Char, There I have ſomething new to warm Your 
Hope with : gt 
Led, by kind Chance, among the ſhining Train 
Of Engl; Youth, who came with Exeter, 
. Occafion gave me Scope to form ſome Queſtions, 

Which paſt as an unmeaning Love of Novelty : 
I aſk'd what Cavalier, ſome twelve Months dace, 

Glitt'ring with Gems, outſhone by his Behaviour, 

ame with the Earl of Weftmoreland to France; 
Was call'd his Nephew, thrice appear'd at Court, 

Then vaniſh'd, on Pretence of further Travel: 

By this Deſcription, All, at once, agreed, 
That Owen Tudor was the Perſon meant; 
And laviſh'd Hours of Rhet'ric in his Praiſes, 
Prin, Alas! did I not know all This before? 
111 England boaſts no ſuch Charmer, but her Tudor / 
Izhis is not, what I hop'd, from thy Beginning. 

& Char, I further learnt, that Tydor's Birth is ſuch, 
As may intitle Him to Royal Love ; , 
-  Thet fear'd Objection is of Force no longer, 

When your great Father ſhall perceive ycur Flame, 
Burning, undimn'd, for an Imperial Offspring, 


U Deriv'd from a long Line of Britain's Kings. Enter, 
$ Prix. Ay! this indeed ſtrikes Luſtre thro” my Sorrows! atten 
| There's Promiſe in this Hope—O ! = Charlt! . belon 
Secret, as Death, conceal the dear Intelligence, Hen 
As a laſt Prop to my endanger'd Paſſion: Cam 
dow, will T boldly meet this Champion Lover ! 
This courtly Sir—who wooes in War, and Thunder! 

0-1 Eater Dauphin. | Fr. | 
So, Brother, will the King conſent to ſpare me? Health 
Or muſt I ſtoop to ſee this ſhameful Interview? To our 
Dau. You muſt excite Your Spirits to Your Aid, Thus 8 
And bid a bold Defiance to Your Bluſhes ; Of this 
I've try'd all Arts, in vain, that Reaſon teaches. Englan, 

Come =I muſt guide You to the Liſts of Love, Look 
And You muſt teach Your Charms new Ways of May | 
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The King will have Vour Beauty take the Field, 

And does not fear, he ſays, but You can conquer |— 

Him, whom our Armies fly from, You muſt face. 
Prin, Yes—T will go; but not, as He expects me, 

I'll face this Foe of France; like France's Daughter! 

The Woes of Ruin overtake thoſe Reptiles, 

Whoſe droniſh Souls, bent under Age, or Fear, 

Have thus miſled their Maſter. ! Yes, my Eyes 

Shall dart keen Glances—but the Wounds, they give, 

Shall be of Shame, not Love— [A Trumpet ſounds. 
Dau. Hark] That ſhrill Trumpet's Notice ſummons Us! 

Now, Siſter ! rouze your Gall; and looſe thoſe Storms, 

Thoſe reſtleſs Tempeſts, which, provok'd by Scorn, 

Whirl, with impatient Rage, round Woman's Soul: 

Fearleſs, defend the Freedom of your Choice, 

And, with bold Innocence, aſſert your Hate: 

Il watch the riſing Moments of Occaſion, 

And aid Your glorious Purpoſe, all I can. 

Come—Let us dare the Brink of this rude Precipice, 

Which, cutting off our Way, muſt ſtop our Journey, 


Or, being bravely leapt, make Safety honourable. [Tar. 


SCENE changes to a Barrier, on a Bridge, 
Trumpets from Both Sides. ; 


Enter, en one Part, the French King, on the Bridge, 
attended by the Dukes of Orleans, and Bourbon, c. 
. below ; On the other Side of the Bridge, King 


Henry, with the Dukes of Exeter, and York, Scroop, 


Cambridge, and Gray, below : 
[The Kings Embrace over the Bar.] 


Fr. * The Peace, we wiſh for, ſmile upon this | 


eeting 
Health and the Joys of a long happy Life 
To our lov'd Brother Ergland /—Right glad we are 
Thus to behold Your Face; bleſs'd be the Iſſue 
Of this good Day ! that theſe contending Kingdoms, 
England, and neighb'ring France / whoſe Chalky Shores 
Look 2 with Envy, at Each other's Happineſs, 
May, 
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ceforth, ceaſe their Hate, and plant 2 


The End, we jointly aim at? 
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Till War no more advance her bleeding Sword, 

To prey on Strife between them ! . 
K. Henry. To This, Amen ! . 
Fr. King. Since we thus meet Vou, let it not diſgrace 


me, 
If I demand th' Impediment, why Peace, ** 
Dear Nurſe of Arts! ſhou'd not in this beſt Garden 
Of the fair World, lift up her lovely Viſage ? 
Joo plain, alas! the Marks of her ſhort Abſence! 
Our Vine, the merry Chearer of the Heart, 
Withers unprun'd ; Our Hedges, ſhooting wild, 
Like careleſs Pris'ners, overgrown with Hair, 
Thruſt forth diforder'd Twigs; Darnel, and Hemlock, 
Root on our fallow Lays, and, fpringing thick, 
Beneath their Shade; hide the neglected Culter. 

K. Hen, Not for Delight in Blood have we thus far 
Advanc'd our Standard in the Eye of France; | 
Our deep-laid Purpoſe boaſts a nobler Meaning : 

The Eye of Kings ſhou'd watch their People's Safety: 
And Ill ſhou'd I diſcharge the Truſt, Heav'n lends me, 
If, fleeping o'er the Wrongs, You do my Country, 

I not demanded back the Power, You hold, 


And turn, with threat'ning Point, againſt our Boſom, 


Fr. King. Of this, already, we have let You know 
Our Thoughts, and Purpoſe ;—It remains, to weigh, 
If, by wide-diff*ring Means, we may not reach 
Many Arrows 
Come to one Mark: Far diftant Rivers flow 
Ten thouſand Ways, yet meet in one main Sea 
How many Lines cloſe in the Dial's Centre! 

So, may our. various Purpoſes, at laſt, 
Meet, in one fix'd Reſolve, and pleaſe us Both. 


Enter the Dauphin on the Bridge, leading the Princeſs 
| in a Veil, attended by Charlot. | 


Our Son, the Dauphin, has, we hear, of late, 

Fir'd with 'the firſt warm Flaſh of Provocation, 
Return'd Defiance, with too fierce a Throw; 

Young Blood will boil ;--and You, ſo fam'd for Courage, 
Will weigh that Error light ;—Receive Him, Brother, 
As one, who wiſhes Peace, and ſeeks Your Love. 


(Preſenting the 8 3 
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Dau. Sir! Kings, and Fathers, claim a double Right 


3 IF 7 7 5p King Henry. 

| To tax our Duty; and æ be obey'd; 
* I wou'd have met you with a warmer Graſp, - | 
Had France been held by me; but ſince His Will, I 
Who governs mine, holds back the Edge of War, | 
en And wou'd reach Peace, by Roads leſs ſharp, and rugged, 


I greet your Royal Preſence ; and ſubmit 
! To Meaſures, which I cannot, yet, approve. 
| K. Hen. Approve is mine I'm yet your Debtor, Sir, 
1d, But purpoſe to repay the Fayour toon ; 
The Time is near, when you, perchance, may feel, 
lock, That wiſe Defiance ſhould be arm'd with Safety, 


And Fierceneſs, wanting Strength, but gnaws herſelf. 
Dau. When that viſh'd Time JJ 


us far Fr. King, Our Son, reply no more; 
| Daughter ! Your Hand. N 
Prin. Your Pardon, Royal Sir! if I offend, A 
afety : Or ſeem to wrong the Promiſe of my Duty ! ; 
is me, I came in forc'd Obedience to Your Will, ö 
ry, To attend this Interview ;—But if your Majeſty . | 
Permits me to declare my ſecret Thoughts 
oſom, Of England's King, our public Enemy ; 1 
now Then *. that Duty which ] owe my Country, | 
eigh, Inſpire me to confeſs, what fix'd Averſion, 
| What rooted Hatred, Nature bids me bear 
O- To Him, of all Mankind, the moſt abhorr'd ; ; 
| Who brings Deſtruction on to mark his Way, F 
1 And woves the Daughter, with the Father's Ruin. 
Dau. Bravely declar'd, thou Siſter of my Soul. [ #/ide. 


K. Hen. Sorry we ought to be, that War's Offences 
Have made the Fair our Foe: You are an Enemy, 
Whom we, ſpite of your being ſuch, can fear 

Prin. Oh my high-beating Heart! *tis Tudor's Voice! 

K. Hen. In vain you Made Your Charms —— That 

lovely Face, . K 
Hid, as it is, remains no Stranger to us; 
We wear your Image, Lady! on our Heart. 


1 
Princeſs 


-ourage, Prin. Tis He !——"Tis Tudor ! Q! amazing 
rother, Chance! _— [ Aſide. 
o ve. Where ſlept my foul, that, at our ſixſt Approach, 5 
Dauphin. It fle not forth to meet him? Support me, Charlot. 
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A ſudden Miſt dances before my Eyes. 


O, Chariot This is He! Whom we thought Tudor 
[Zo Charlot. 


Let me lean on Thee to devour his Accents, 
And gaze him thro? at ev'ry Word. He ſpeaks ! 


K. Hen.Drawn by the ſoftRemembranceofyourCharms, p 1 < 
Which, in my late-loſt Father's Days, I ſaw, _ Th S, 
When, at Your Court, I was a Gueſt unknown; p 7 
In Honour, Madam! of your hoſtile Beauty, Vo y 
I ſtopt th* impetuous Progreſs of my Arms! 754 
Rein'd in the Vigour of impatient War, * 
And waſted Fortune's Smiles to gain this Meeting: 8 
If I, now, liſten to the Voice of Peace, 5 The 
Whenee muſt it come, but from the Call of Love ? N 
When You, fair Foe ! ſhall try your wondrous Pow'r. My by 
cannot promiſe Fame, t' oppoſe Your Will: 0 Z Yo 
The healing Sweetneſs of Your ſoft Command, And : 
Spread o'er your reſcued Land, might quiet War; * 

Might, like ſweet Muſick's Influence, ſtill your Air; Yet _ 
Might bid loud Diſcord die away, before it, he's 
And drown d' inſpiring Trumpet's ſhrill Alarms. Stood ; 
Prin. Foe, as you are to France, there ſhines, methinks, Pa lage 


A kind af manly Merit in Vour Meaning; 


Something! Lknow not what, that Courage charms with, Diſcole 
Wakes my Diſcernment to admire your Worth, 


And, ſpite of. my Reſentment, bids me greet You: Fr. 
Bow to your Virtues,. and confeſs Your Glory : And 1 
Cou'd my Deſires incline Your Wills to Peace, K 5 
Fh' unbrac'd Drum ſhou'd ſleep, and the glad Trumpet Cap wh 
Fall its fierce Hoarſeneſs, and inſpire Delight; — 
All ſhould be calm, and while th' unruffl'd Kingdoms 2 
Huſh down the troubled Swell of dying Strife, nn m. 


France ſnou'd no more, in her torn Bowels, feel Now ſn 
The ſtrong Convulfions which the ſhakes with now. 3 
Fr. King. Why, that's well ſaid —— So ſpeaks the | 
| Sex's Soſtneſs; 
Your gentle Natures. were not fram'd for Diſcord. 
Dau. Siſter! That Miſt you, tall d of, has, I doubt, 
Riſen o'er Your Senſes, and obſcur'd Your Memory. 
Sir! on my Knees, ſince your too 1 Nature 
. [To the French King. 
Stands 
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Stands bent to Quiet, and o'ervalues Danger, 
I beg Permiſſion to unfold a Notice, E.. 
The welcome Import of whoſe ſmiling Promiſe 
May rouſe Your Royal Soul to change its Purpoſe. 
. King. Riſe, and, with all juſt Freedom, ſpeak 
your Meaning. | 
Dau. Ev'n now, as I approach'd your Royal Preſence, | 
Poſts, from ourſeveral Camps, have brought ntelligence, 1 
That theſe raſh Engl; are inclos'd betwixt us; 
Fully ſixty-thouſand French, this Night, ſurround 'em! _ 
Yet, at this glorious JunQure, we ſubmit p 
To loſe in Treaty what 1s ours by Arms. | ; 
K. Hen. Enjoy, unenvy'd, that imagin'd Benefit: 
Courage is poorly hous'd, that dwells in Number: | 
The Lion never counts the Herd about him, ; 
Nor weighs how many Flocks he has to ſcatter: - . - Þ 
My Followers ſcarce are more than one to fix 
Of Your mcircling Swarms ;— Sickneſs has ſhrunk us, 
And the enfeebled Few, whom I command, 
Are now ſcazce better than as many Frenchmen ; 
Yet, when we pleaſe to move, we ſhall come on, 
Tho' France, conjoin'd with ſuch another Neighbour, 
Stood in our Way ;—Now, ev'n this Night, we“ march! 
do Þ left free, *tis well! if *tis diſputed, 
We ſhall your tawny Plains, with your hot Blood 
Diſcolour.— Now, You know our State and Purpoſe, 
Fr. King: Advantage cannot change my Love of 


eace, 
And I yet offer the propos'd Conditions. 
K. Hen. What in my Flow of Fortune I refus'd, 

Can never in its Ebb deſerve Acceptance. | 

. Dax. France has but ſlept, proud King, tho” ſhe ſeem'd 
Now ſhall thy puniſh'd Folly ſhame thy Weakneſs; 
Now ſhalt: thou {praiſe our Patience; England's 

Inſolence ' | 
Shall bow beneath the Ranſom of her Pride ! 
I cannot ſee What Chance can fave Thee now ; + 
Thou art ſa-near the Gulph, thou need'ſt muſt drive 
Till catch'd, whirl'd round, and ſwallow'd !—There- 
fore, haſte, 

Remind thy Followers of a ſhort Repentance, 


re 


That 


36 Ning HzuRy the Fifth: Or, 
That, from our vengeful Fields, their Souls aſcending, 
May make a eful and ſedate Departure, 
While their doom'd Bodies, mould'ring on our Plains, 
Enrich our Harveſts, and atone thy Miſchief. 
K. Hen. Madam! My Heart had Hopes, that Your 
ſweet Voice > 
Might, free from Interruption, have decided 
The yet uncertain End of bloody War; 
But This gay Prince, ambitious of Diſtinction, 
Ill brooks, that any but himſelf ſhould talk : 
Sir It is well——Your Words are full of Fire! 
Take heed, the duſty Field choak not the Blaze: 
My furly Soldiers cannot threaten thus; 
Their ſpeaking Actions keep their Valour ſilent, 
And when their Swords find Work, their Tongues are idle; 
But for their Bodies, many ſhall, no doubt, 
Find Native Graves; and Monuments, on which 
Witneſs of this Day's Work ſhall live in Braſs: 
For thoſe, who leave their ſcatter'd Bones in France, 
Dying Hke Men, tho* bury'd on your Dunghills, 
Ev'n there, your Sun ſhall greet them with his Beams, 
And draw their reeking Honours up to Heav'n: 
But I grow proud; This Air of France infects me: 
And I am fwell'd with your contagious Vanity! 
No more when next we meet, our Swords ſhall argue. 
Fr. King. Why then 'tis War! . 
Dau. "Tis Glory and Revenge 


[Exeunt ſewerally the Kings, followed by the Engliſh 
and French Parties. | 


Princeſs and Charlot come forward on the Stage. 


Prin. Now! what can Flatt' ry find to give me Comfort? 
Where are my Proſpects now ? Did ever Fortune 
Ius fend Diſcovery in a Flaſh of Hope! 


Juſt to ſhew Joy, then leave it loſt in Darkneſs ! 

Char. oy happy had your Highneſs now been 
made, 

Cou'd you have known, that All you wiſh'd was Henry / 
Prin. Tormentor! So they paint the puniſh*d Fiends, 

Stung by an envy'd View of diſtant Heaven! 
Now is War's raging Tide again broke in, 

And all my Hopes are ſwept away before it: a 
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O, cruel! Tantalizing ! Curſe of Fortune ! 
s high-try'd Malice juſt to. ſhew him to me ! 

uſt to convince me what a Blifs 'twou'd be, 
2 have him mine; then drag him ever from me! 
How he talk'd ! — His Words, like 

Summer Breezes, 

Ruffled, and fann'd at once my glowing Soul: 
O! what a Scorn of Danger grac'd his Eyes! ] q 
What wanton Gayneſs 33 in His Smiles, 
And made even Terror charming! Then his Courage! 


7 


Heaven! 


Fire! Wich what a clear and equal Fire it blaz'd ! | 
ps Not blown about, or ſpread, by Blaſts of Anger: ö 

How- manly, yet how tender, was his Love! * 
A O I ſhall die with Shame of my own Folly ; „ 


re idle; Who ever labour'd thus to be undone, 
And courted her own Miſery? who knows, 


ch If the two Armies join, whether his B: gaſt 

May not be gor'd by ſome ill-guided Spear ? 
ance, And his Blood pay the Price of my miitaking ! _ 
ls, - It is too much ! O Charlot I am mad! 


Beams, I cannot bear the Thought! Horror diftra&s me! 

is Char. Lord Scroop's young Meſſenger not yet has left 
Qs me: Our Camp, but waits ſome Letters from the Dauphin; 
8 Perhaps, if he were truſted with your Wiſhes, 

| argue. He might propoſe ſome Means 


Prin. Ha ſay no more | 

For thou haſt ſtarted ſomething in my Soul, 
Engliſh That bears a Form too dreadful for N ee 

The Letters, which my Brother ſends, are meant 

| To bring on Treaſon, and inhuman Murder ! 

. The Death of Henry was propos'd from England, 
omfort ? And who can anſwer for my Brother's Hate ? 
ne Cruſh the falſe Traitors, All-avenging Heav'n! 

But Heav'n is flow to puniſh Let me think 
1 Why may not I ?——l muſt ! will prevent it 
w been Apes to come, when they ſhall hear the Fame 


1 Of my juſt Act, ſhall bleſs my living Name; 
| Henry - What tho* his Arms my rn ery Peace oppoſe ? 
All who hate Treaſon, and ftrike gen'rous Blows, 

Shall praiſe this Deed, which I to Honour owe ; 
And, in the Lover's Cauſe, forget the Foe. 


ACT 
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Pr "x nes £ 8 * * * * q * * 6 4 + ith 
3 dd a 4 
* . at. * 


38 King Hinay the Fitb: Or, 


har. C 
e mea 
e Prince 
> will nc 
| t hopes, 
titles H 


- 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, The Engliſh Pavilion. Wile. i. 
King Henry, and Duke” of Exeter. 

| Exe. W 

\K. HEN R x. K. _ 

ROM the French Camp? to ſpeak with me in CO 
private! aims Le 

What can it mean ?—and talks of Traitors, ſaid you? ad enter 
Exe. Brought to my Tent, ſhe earneftly aſſur'd me, Mliis was 

I cou'd not more contribute to your ſafety, K. Hen 
Than by procuring Her a private Audience. - 
K. Hen, Admit Her, Unele. [ Exit Duke of Exeter. Nie Safet 
A Woman Meſſenger from the French Camp! e judge 
There maſt be Myſt'ry in't My wakeful Soul he nobl 
With ſudden Hurry, x Gamet the Alarm within me !- Will hone 
Were I inclin'd to ſuperſtitious Dreamings, What Th 


Or apt to build on Signs, or idle Omens, 
There ſhou'd be Danger near me. Welcome Lady 


i Enter Charlot. 
To what anufual Cauſe are we oblig'd 


ou'd ſu 


o with. 
nd who 


For your fair Greeting ? 

Char. If my — re, * y Soul, 
Can ſpeak the Purpoſe of my beating Heart, DF this f 
I, from the Princeſs Catharine, come to greet you; hom h 
Command a truſty Guard to follow me, | | 
And P11 point out a diſeover'd Traitor; . hom v 
But loſe no Time The Lords of France, who came Wand whe 
To guide me hither, Strangers to my Purpoſe, . What wo 
Hold him, without, in unſuſpected Conference: Were it 
Haſte leſt he ſcape you, and your threaten'd Life Wwho th: 
Be caught by ſudden Danger! ru unb 

K. Hen ife! what Lite! C | His care 
Cool thy Impatience,, gentle Lady ! ſtay,. With th 
And temperately explain thy dark Intention. 


Char, _ * 


7 
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zar. Ol do not trifle with th' important Moments: 
e me a Guard, and fave yourſelf from Treaſon : 

e Princeſs gives you Life, and bids me tell you, 
will not over-rate the gen'rous Merit; : 
t hopes, that thus diſarming War's worſt Meaning 
titles Her to claim the Thanks of Peace. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter / 


Enter Exeter. 


Exe. What wills my Liege? Re ä 

K. Hen. Call me a choſen Guard. [Exit Exeter. 

Cbar. One thing I had forgot; 

he Princeſs, fearful, for her Perſon's Safety, 

aims Leave to paſs your interpoſing Camp, 

nd enter yon near Caſtle, Agincourt; 

his was my only known and public Errand. _ 

K. Hen. She ſhall have Royal, and illuſtrious 
Welcome; a 

he Safety ſhe beſtows, ſhe muſt command ; 

e judge the Occaſion happy, and we hope, 

he noble- minded Princeſs, paſſing near, 

Vill honour us with Licence to declare, «1 

hat Thanks our Heart muſt owe Her; for our Words 

ou'd ſully our Conceptions, and deceive Her! 


J. 


me in 
id vou! 
r*'d me, 
Exeter. 


Soul 
ne !- 


Lady: 


Re-enter Exeter, with a Guard. 


o with this Lady, and obſerve Her Orders, 
nd whom ſhe points you out, ſeize and ſecure, 
| [ Exeunt Omnes, but the King. 
y Soul, with keen Impatience, waits the Iſſue 
Df this ſtrange Notice—Treaſon ?—'tis impoſſible ! * 
hom has my ſhort Reign wrong'd ?-—what want a 
People, X 

hom Wealth and Plenty ſmile upon at home, 
And whom, abroad, the Fame of Arms makes dreadful ? 
What wou'd Complaint have more ?--Itl-judgingV ulgar! 
Were it not glorious to make Millions happy, 
Who that had Senſe of Blifs, wou'd be a King! 
Ti unbuſied Shepherd, ftretch'd beneath the ders 
His careleſs Limbs thrown out in wanton Eaſe, | 
With thoughtleſs Gaze peruſing the arch'd Heav'n's, 
And idly whiſtling, while His heep feed round him; 

- Enjoys 


. 
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Enjoys a ſweeter Shade, than That of Canopies, 
Hem'd in with Cares, and ſhook by Storms of 'Treaſy 


Re-enter Exeter, FE 5 
Now Uncle! what Diſcovery ? x hink, it 
Exe. Near Your Pavilion ſtood ſome French of Figur hat foll 


And with them a fair Exgliſh Youth, whom oft ee me al 
I have obſerv'd, and wonder'd at his Beauty ; 
The Lady mark'd him out, then took . 
And as ſhe left, we ſeiz'd him ——_— 


K. Hen. Let him come in alone, | 37 
Exeter goes out, enter Harriet n Confufron, — 4 Rs 


A very Boy Treaſon in thee buds early ! 
Who art 'Thou ? ſay to whom thou doſt belong 
Silent ?—Nay, then there's Guilt! why art thou dumb 
Come farther this way if thou ſhun'ſt the Light, 
Thy Deeds have Darkneſs in them--Immortal Heav'n 
What is it, that I ſee ? Canſt Thou be Harri? 
Har. Canſt 'Thou be Henry, and alive to-aſk it ? 
O! *tis with Juſtice, Fate, thus, overtakes me, 
For having meanhy linger'd in my Vengeance! 
High Heav'n will reach Thee, Tyrant] tho? I cannot; 
Since thy ſtill fortunate Deceits protect Thee; 
Since perjur'd Love does not alone upbraid Thee, 
But thy Eternal Wiles win all alike, - 
And ev'n thy Foes grow treach'rous, and aſſiſt Thee. 
K. Hen. But is it poſſible, that Thou conſpir'tt ? 
That Thou canſt with me dead ? 
Har. Inſulting Tyrant! 
Cool, froſty-hearted Monſter ! Wiſh Thee dead ? 
Why, *tis the only glorious Hope I hve for! 
Think on the Mis'ries, Thou haſt wrung my Soul with; 
The biting Shame, the never-dying Anguiſh ! 
Think on the guilty Arts, the Oaths, the Subtleties ! 
The endleſs, inexpreſſible Deceits ! | ; 
The Wiles, and Perjuries, which have undone me! 
Think on the feign'd Endearments ; ſtudied Graces ! 
. Falſe Smiles; enticing Raptures ! labour'd Flatt ries ! 
And all that nameleſs Train of filent Treach'ries 
Which help'd thy tempting Tongue to make me 
wretched ! | | 


ks yet, 
onceal 


Har. 
Look 
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ook back on all this dreadful Pile of Baſeneſs, 
 Treaſq nd then, —— Oh! Heav'n! if then thou dar ſt 
look farther ! f 3 
F frighted Mem'ry does not fly thy Soul; 

, hink, in the bitter Agonies of Conſcience, 
f Figur hat follow'd all this Train of Preparation: 
ee me abandon'd to the Laſh of Shame; 
urn'd out an Object for ſharp-ey'd Deriſion, 


ave, Wy Friends forſaken, and diſown'd by Kindred : 
Wild, and diſtracted, with unconquer'd Sorrow! 
xp0z'd, to be the Mirth of wiſer Hypocrites, 
* nd ſtand the Scorn-Mark of the hooting World: 
f death !—ThouDeſtroyer! think of This! and then, 
! the cool Infolence of Pride, and Majeſty, 
belong me again- if I can wiſh Thee dead ? | 
u dumb! K. Hen. Tis true, fair Murd'rer | I have greatly 
he Light, wirong'd Thee! | 
Heav'n | And, yet, not I—but what I once was, wrong'd Thee: 
Harri? is a ſad Theme, and Reaſon trembles at it : 
K it? et, what can be —all that weak Words can give Thee, 
ne, ind Grief, and Penitence, and Shame, and Love, 
Ill this, fit down, and hear, to calm thy Soul, 
cannot; Takes her Hand, 
Har, Periſh that treacherous Smoothneſs 
hee, nhand me, that my curdled Blood, all chill'd, 
\s at a Serpent's Sting, when thou com'ſt near me, 
Thee, ay flow in Freedom, and give Pow'r to curſe Thee. 
't? [ Breaks from Him. 
K. Hen. Have you not Prudence? Are you mad? 
Come hither ! 
dead ? muſt, by gentle Force, compel thy Paſſion, 
ince Reaſon cannot guide tempeſtuous Sorrow): 
ul with; Malm thy loud Ravings——If thy Shame offends thee, 
Vhy wou'dſt thou thus proclaim it? Be wiſer, Harriet / 
leties ! he quick-ear'd Camp will ſpread the Tell-tale Sorrow: 
b ay, 'tis in vain to ſtruggle ; fit, and hear me. | 
me! [Her fares her into a Chair, and fits down by ber. 
races! It, and be patient, while Repentance pleads, 
tt'ries! Nnd Love's ſoft Sympathy condoles thy Woe; 
ies is yet, this Dreſs, and its too bloody Purpoſe 
ke me onceal Thee, and thou may'ſt be ſtill conceal'd. 
a Har, What wilt thou do? Why doſt thou thus compel 
Loo | 3 


me Helpleſs, 


8 * 1 q * 7 
„ 9 


42 Ring Hzwxgy the Fifth + Or, 


- Helpleſfs, to liſten to the Voice of Ruin? 

ö N [ Snatches at his Sword, 

1 Give me thy Sword——thy Words have loſt all Pow). 
To give me Comfort ? 


Is that too deny'd me ? 
Then I muſt I hear Thee; hear thy baſe Upbraidings; 
Friendleſs, and deſtitute of all Aſſiſtance, 
Muſt fit, and tremble at my loſt Condition : 
Yet, Thou art guiltier far than I can be! | 
O! Thou wert born to pull down Miſery on me. ¶ Weeping. 
And every Way to ruin and deſtroy me. 

K. Hen. If, in this dreadful Conflict of thy Soul, 
Diſtracted judgment holds her ruffled Lure | 
4 Liſten, and mark what my ſad Heart ſhall utter. 
- - Fatal our Courſe of Paſſion! Its Effect 
Proves bitter but the Cauſe was tend'reſt Love 
Youth is unbridled, blind, and void of Fear, 
Ever determin'd,——deaf to Conſequence, 
And rolling forward upon Pleaſure's Byas : 
All Youth 1s thus bat mine was worſe than All! 
Wild, and diforderly, beyond Example ! 
Why did not thy diſcerning Reaſon tell thee, 
A Wretch, like me, deſerv'd no Pity from thee ! 
How cou'd a Madman's Hurry weigh thy Worth ? 
But Thou wilt ſay, my Oaths and Vows deceiv'd thee | 
Aſcribe that Guilt to thy own Pow'r of Charming : 
When the Blood boils, and Beauty fires the Soul, 
What will the Tongue not ſwear ?——Diſcretion then, 
Does, with a Peacock's Feather, fan the Sun ; 
Vet, in the midft of all thoſe wild Defires, 
Which then divided my impatient Mind, Tal 
Thou wert the warmeſt With my Soul purſu'd ! A 
My Love to thee, was permanent and ſtrong ; -will b 
Thy Beauties were my waking Theme ; and Night 7 4 h: 
Grew charming by ſoft Dreams of thy Perfection. %J H I 

Were I now * I was, when Harriet bleſs'd me, on 
Still were I Hers My Love can never die 
And I think on thee, Harriet, with ſuch Tenderneſs, 10 
As dying Fathers bleſs their weeping Sons with : * Were 
And were I not a King, Thou ſtill wert happy. , lin 

Har. Canſt Thou, then, mourn the Sorrows thou d 75 11 

| haſt caus'd me.? | K. Hen 
Am ſtill loy'd I thought thou hadſt deſpis'd me. Har, Fo 


S clothe it 


Har. Pei 


K. Ha. 
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Hen. Still T regard Thee, with the ſame Defires ; 
with the ſame tranſporting Pleaſure, on Thee, 
When our bounding Souls rſt flew together, 
mingled Raptures in conſenting Softneſs. 
ings muſt have no Wiſhes for Themſelves ! 
Ire our People's Properties! Our Cares 
riſe above our Paſſions ! The public Eye 
d mark no Fault on Monarch's ; *Tis contagious ! 
I, to Death, had borne the dear Delight, 
WW, bleſs'd in mutual Tranſport, fill liv'd Thine ! 
it not Guilt then, *twas a dire Neceſſity! 
what remains is tend'reſt Penitence, 
wiſh'd Atonement.— For the firſt, my Soul 
ever-ceaſing Anguiſh mourns thy Mis'ry : 
e the laſt poſſible, my Love wou'd reach it ; 
where the IIl's incurable, how vain ! 
ack the Suff rer with our uſeleſs Cordials! 
at I cou'd do, was done; but thy Diſdain 
le fruſtrate all my Watchings o'er thy Fortune; 
L, NOW 3 3 
lar. Enough; O! Yet too lovely Henry / 
aking Heart oppreſs'd, *twixt Joy and Pain, 
| bear no longer the fierce Pangs it feels: 
te, now—but bleſs me yet once more; ſay, Henry ! 
e Mine!—Doft thou, with Pity, think on Harriet? 
C. Hen. Pity's too mean a Word to reach my Woe ; 
2 Grief it gives me to behold thee thus, 
but be felt !/———Tis not in Language, Harriet, 
clothe its mighty Bulk with due Deſcription. 
ar. Take then theſe Letters, and be happy till. 
| | Gives bim Letters. 
ey will bring Safety to thee ; Canſt thou pardon me ? 
ou'd have been conſenting to thy Murder 
K. Her. My fad Heart pardons thee, and hopes it 
| from thee. | 
Har. Perhaps, when I go hence, we part for ever! 
rdon me, therefore, if * upon thee; 
Eyes may never more behold thy Face ! 
e chilling Call of Death has warn'd me from thee ; 
dI ſhall be at Peace, cer long, and Happy. 
K. Hen. O! let me kiſs away . m Sound. 
Har, Forbear—My Soul, too fad to ſoften more, 
| Shrinks 


\ | HEE. ; | 
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Shrinks from the fatal Folly much oblig'd 
By this Forgiveneſs, which has bleſs'd my Ruin; 
By that kind Pity, which you heal my Woes with; 
T have but one Way left to thank your Gooddneſ;; 
I have one new Diicov'ry, yet to make You, 
| Y (Feeling in her Þ 
Containing the laſt Secret of my Soul ; 
I did not think, ſo ſoon, to have diſclos'd it: 
But ſince, without it, you can ne'er be happy, 
I ſend it, thus directed to my Heart. 
7 [Draws @ Dagger, and flabs hi 
K. Hin. Raſh Girl! What thou done? 


of Exeter / 
Help me! Whowaits without? oh! help! ſupport 
A. | Enter Exeter, and York. 


Harriet! the injur'd Harriet, dies !-——O, Uncle! 
Her catching Graſp, by Fits, ſtrives hard to hold 
Her ſtraining Eyes half burſt their wat'ry Balls 
Vainly they glare, to ſnatch a parting Look ! 
And e, convulſive, ſhakes her ſtruggling Boſo 
Care comes too late; Her quiv'ring Laps gro pil 
And frighted Beauty, loth to leave its Manſion, 
Ebbs flow, with th unwilling Blood, away : s Your] 
O! ſee, the fatal Fruits of guilty Love! | Your 
Exe. The ſudden Wonder ſo confounds my Thou Th 
I know not what Advice to give your Grief: of e 
Poor Harriet! was it Thee, I ſeiz'd for Treaſon ? 45 b 
York, Who waits there?--Gently take away this bl. W. 
Place it within, till you have further Orders; ee MM 
'The mournful Object will but feed his Sorrow. ling at 


. [Thy carry off tb Mess 
KX. Henry opens, and reads the Letters. on more 


K. Hen. O Uncles! Here is Treaſon will ſurpriſe: 
Letters to ſome, moſt near us, from the Dauphin, 
Concerning a large Sum of Gold, in Bribe, 
For our intended Murder, when the French 

Shou'd firſt join Battle with us. 

Exe. Heav'n forbid! in 
That ſuch falſe Traitors ſhou'd be near Your Perſot 

York, Have not the Villains Names? . 


gives not 
y. Never 


* " < k 
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Camb. So may Your Majeſty, yet 701 A ton what, 
Gray. You ſhew | 26s Mercy, if this F ellow | Lord 

After due Taſte of ſharp Correction. is, Scro1 
Exe. O! do not thus, with Cruelty's keen he them 

Blow off, and ſcatter, the ſweet Dew of Mercy; 

When, from the Heav'n of Pow'r, that ſoft Rain 3k 1 how 

The thriving State looks freſh ; Dominion prop, at 6nd 

And parch'd Rebellion ſhuts her drowthy GapingWM your 

Mercy is the becoming Smile of Juſtice 5 ab £ 

This makes her lovely, as her Rigour dreadful; ww, to d 

Either, alone, defective: but when join'd, Wi; ay. I, 

Like Clay and Water in the Potter's Hands, eroep. * 

They mingle Influence, and together riſe, K. . 

In Forms, which neither, ſeparate, cou'd beſtot 0 
Scroop. Well has his noble Grace of Exeter Go matt; 

Declaim'd on 2 IIercy is a Topic, Nor own 

Copious and fair; but Men, who counſel Mod worrie 

Muſt ſmile at naked Nature's moral Dreams, hy ſhou' 

And, ſkill'd in manly Rigour, caſt off Pity : you, n 

Pity! that Waſter of a Prince's wy, © Lord of 

What! ſhall a Villain Hind defy his King ? wy he ha 

* , Spurn at his Laws, and then cry Help me, ns, for a 

I wou'd have us'd my Sov'reign like a Slave, nſpir'd t 

And, therefore, muſt have Mercy— Out « has this 

"Tis the Prieſt's Rattle! Heav'n's Ambroſial Diet Acts of 

Too thin a Food for Mortals Men wou'd tar hat hall 

Mercy is ſoit, indeed, as his Grace ſays, he Key o 

And fo is Rottenneſs in hoarded Fruit; ve coin? 

Yet, is ſuch Softneſs ſo far wide of adding anſt thou 

To the Fruit's Value, that, if not cut off, What foreig 

It ſpreads Contagion, and o'er-runs the Sound, that vile 
Gray. TI Advice is juſt, and I ſtand up to ſech ou'd, wi 
Camb. Hecannot love the King, who counſels) might r 

K. Hen. My Lords! Your too warm Love ail annot, 11 

of me, 5 ne Soul ſ- 
vy Oriſons againſt this Wretch: how ha 

But, if ſmall Faults, ariſing from Diſtemper, e Conſid 

May not be wink'd at, how mult we ſtretch our 

When capital, cool crimes, ripe and digeſted, 3 
Shall come before us; —We'll howe'er enlarge ouching c 
No, to our other Buſineſs —Qur French Cares. t we our 

We have thought fit to name three new CommiſloWFhoſe Rui: 


ſe muſt de 
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what, the written Cauſes here will ſhow : 
Lord of Cambridge, there is one to you ? 
is, Scroop, is yours? This yours, Sir T homas Gray 


keen B xd them and know, I know your WorthineG ! 

Mercy; [Gives them the Dauphin's Letters. 
oft Rain ok ! how they change! Why, how now, Gd ? 
on proj at find you in thoſe Papers, that you thus 
Gapi your Complexions ? p 
; amb. Sir, I confeſs my Fault; and 'twere in vain, 
readful dw, to deny what may be prov'd too plainly ! 

join'd, Pray. I, alſo, own my Guilt. | 
nds, croep., We throw us on your Mercy. 

e, K. Hen. Mercy ? Dare Mercy's Foes lay claim 
id beſton to Mercy ? 155 
Exeter a muſt not dare, for ſhame, to think of Mercy! 
Topic, Nor own Advice turns ſhort upon yourſelves, 
ſe] Mona worries you, as Dogs devour their Maſters. 
>ams, hy ſhou'd you reap a Good, you envy Others? 
Pity: 2 you, my noble Lords, theſe Engliſh Monſters ! 
y Lord of Cambridge, here ; you all remember, 

ng? dw he has ſhar'd our Favour ; yet this Man 
Ip me, .. for a worthleſs Sum of ſhameful Gold, 
Slave, nſpir'd to kill us, in the Cauſe of France / 
—Out n has this Knight, tho' no leſs bound to us, 
oſial Diet Acts of Grace, than Cambridge—But, Lord Scroop /! 
u'd ſtan hat ſhall I ſay to Thee ? Thou, who didſt bear 
85 he Key of all my Counſels ? Thou, who might'ſt 

/ ve coin*'d my Crown out into Gold, to ſerve Thee! 
ling ant thou with Death to Henry Ps it poſſible, 
off, What foreign Hire can bribe my Scroop againſt me ? 
Sound. that vile Dæmon, who ſeduc'd thee thus, 

up to ſec oed, with his Lion Gait, walk round the World, 
:ounſcl: e might return and ſay to his fellow Fiends ! | 
Love avl&annot, in my boundleſs Compaſs, find 

ne Soul ſo eaſy, as that Englibman's ! 
: how haſt thou, with Jealouſy, infected 
mper, eConkdence of Friendſhip 4 Guard here inſtantly! 
tch our I 
geſted, Enter a Guard.” 
enlarge touching our Perſon ſeek we no Revenge; 
Cares. Wit we our Kingdom's Safety muſt ſo tender, 
ommiſſoſ boſe Ruin you have ſought, that to her Laws 


[© mult deliver you 0, bear e'm hence. 


_— 


[Exeunt 
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Exe. This, as an Earneſt of Heav'n's Favour, pron 


A glorious Iſſue of our noble COTS. ©. T. 
ork. So black a Treaſon, ſtrangely brought to lis reading 
Removes a dang*rous Rub, from Ingland's Way. e Dan 
| [A Trumpet iu force 
Exeter, looking out, Prin, F 
' nhappy 
The Princeſs, in her Way to Agincourt, ov hall 
Enters your Royal Camp, and paſſes nigh. ind Hes 
Enter Princeſs, with Charlot and Attendants. 17 wes 
K. Hen. Inſtruct my Wiſhes, fair and gen'rous Ene o have t 
What ſhall I do to thank you as I ought ? adam! 
You have, in ſpite of Fortune, conquer'd me, our furic 
And I grow weak in Arms, as love grows ſtronger. nd if his 
Prin. Tho' by the Duty which I owe my Count WF hate'er 
I muſt perforce regard you as a Foe ; | bear ſuc} 
Vet cou'd I not permit ſuch Worth to fall cannot 
By Treaſon, which by Arms I ought to wiſh e it your 
O'erthrown—but ſhou'd be glad to ſave, ev'n theo Ain 
K. Hen. From Honour's Leſſons I have learnt Wong to ac 
know, Prin, F. 
That He, whoſe Life you ſav'd, ſnou'd live for hink 'tis 
I thought when, in your Father's Court, I firſt 
Fed my devouring Eye with your Perfection; 
I thought, fond Novice, and unlearn'd in Love! 64 
I then felt Paſſion, which cou'd ne'er be height K. Hen. 
But now, inflam'd by growing Admiration, York. Y., 
As I come nearer your amazing Excellence, {loſt humt 
Dazzled with Luſtre, I adore your Virtue, e may Cc 
Feel your whole Influence, and am loſt in Love. K. Hen. 
Prin. It pleaſes me, that You thus own my Fam lake and 
This noble Gratitude adorns your Nature; 
I hope I ſhall not vainly put to Trial | Night's - 
This gen'rous Temper of your Royal Soul : he Foe, 
If I am half fo dear to Henry's Wiſhes, hen Skill 
As his too flatt'ring Tongue has painted me, ind give t 
He will not, cannot, then deny my Prayer: IIe Souls 
Accept the Terms my Father lately offer'd, or all Wa 


And pay me back the Debt you owe my Care. 
K. Hen, That were to prove unworthy your Regal 
| [Alarm of Drums, Trumpets, and &. 
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Enter Exeter. 


Exe. The French advance, on ev'ry fide, upon us, 
reading, like Miſts, they cloud the neighb'ring Hills! 
e Dauphin heads them; and they come determin'd, 

o force us on a Battle. | 

Prin, Reſtleſs Brother! 

nhappy Accident O Royal Henry! 
Wow ſhall my Wiſhes ſpeak, divided thus? 

ind Heav'n, at leaſt, watch o'er thy noble Perſol 
nd ſhield thee from the Danger of the Battle, 

K. Hen. The Night comes on; and*twere a braver Part, 
o have their Courage witneſs'd by the Morning. 
adam ! you ſee, I am not fond of Blood, 

our furious Brother throws himſelf upon me, 

nd if his Country bleeds, He gives the Wound ; 
hate'er the doubtful Chance of War may be, 
bear ſuch Memory of your Excellence, 

cannot die, but with me Uncle of Exeter 


h e it your Care to ſee the Princeſs ſafe, | 
vn theo {eincenrt's near Caſtle May you lire 
e learit Wong to adorn the World with your Perfections! 

: Prin. Farewell! and if we never more muſt meet, 
re for 108 hink 'tis our Fate, and not my Choice divides us. 
firſt [ Exeunt Princeſs, Charlot, and Exeter. 
Wee | Enter Duke of York.. 
eightcn ol K. Hen. Who's that Good Terk. 

n, York. York, on his aged Knees, 
e, loſt humbly begs, ſince the proud Foe comes on, 
e may command your Vanguard. 5 
Love. K. Hen. Gallant York / ON 
my Fav ake and enjoy with Glory thy brave With : 
* 
5 Night's ſable Scene is now ſo cloſely drawn, 
1: he Foe, however raſh, muſt wait the Dawn; 

hen Skill in Arms aſſiſt my lab'ring Brain, | 
me, ind give that Conqueſt Valour ſcarce cou'd gain: 
r: be Souls of Leaders muſt inſpire their Bands, N 
d, or all War's Fate lies in the Gen'ral's Hands. 
Care. * ien | | 
our Regal | E | ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE 1, 


SCENE, «a large Champian, with N 
Caſtle of Agincourt at a Diſtance : on tf 
one Side, the Engliſh Camp; on the oth 

the French. £ 


Enter, on the French Side, the Dauphin, Orleans a 
Bourbon. 


BovuRBoOn. 


AY, never go about to diſpute it; tis the bel 
Armour in the World. 
Orl. The Armour is excellent; but then rob ni 
my Horſe of his Due. | 
Dau. Will it never be Morning ? My Lord 
of Orleans and Bexrbon / you talk of Horſe and Ar 
mour; PII not change my Horſe for a Diadem 
Cha-ha Cha-ha — he bounds from the Eartl 
as if his Entrails were Hares! he's the Horſe of the 
Muſes ! the Pegaſus /——with Noſtrils of Fire I wher 
I once get aſtride him, I ſoar! Fm a Hawk —— ff 
trots thro* the Air; the Earth ſings when he touch re much 
it, and the baſeſt Horn of his Hoof is more muticaWPult, in 
than the Harp of Apollo. | ith the! 
Orl. He's of the Colour of a Nutmeg. Meals of 
Dau. And of the Heat of the Ginger! "Tis a Beaifike Woh 
for-a Perſeus pure Air, and Fire The dul 
Elements of Water and Earth, never appear in him, 
but only in patient Stilneſs, while I mount him; 
He is indeed a Horſe, and all others of his Kind, yo! 
may call Jades. | 
' Bour. Indeed, my Lord! it is a moſt abſolute, an 
excellent Horſe ! | P 
| al 


5 L 
8 — 
1 * 


be Conqueſt of France. 


Orl. Well, but enough 


AU Will it never be Day ? 


av'd with Engliſb Faces. 
bout the Ears of the Exgli / 
Priſoners ? 


3 as we do! What a wretch 


the bell ow is this King of England, to mope with his fat- 
drain'd Followers, fo far out of his 
rob na Ork If the Exgliſb had any Apprehenſion, they 
you'd run away. . 
fly Lords Bour. That d of England breeds very valiant 
and Ar aftiffs ! | 


Dau. Fooliſh Cars ! 


1 


— 


51 


Da. He is the Prince of Palfreys; —<—-Hs 
eigh is, like the Bidding of a Monarch, and his 
Wountenance enforces —_— 

him, Coufin ! 


Dau. Pha — The Man has no Wit, who can't, 
om the riſing of the Lark, to the Lodging of the 
mb, vary deſerv'd Praiſes on my Palfrey | the Theme 
as fluent as the Sea! Turn the Sands into eloquent 
ongues, and my Horſe will be Argument for them 
I will trot him 
>-morrow, a Mile and a half, and my Way ſhall be 


Orl. I wou'd it were Morning for I wou'd fain be 
Bour. Who'll go to Hazard with me for twenty 


Dau. Alas, poor Harry He longs not for the 
„ peeviſh, Fel- 


chat run winking into 


he Ear he Mouth of a Bear, and have their Heads cruſh'd 
e of ti ike a rotten Apple; you may e'en as well ſay, tis a 
e L wbei aliant Flea, that dares breakfaſt on the Lip of a Lion. 

3 Or. haſt ! Juſt! and the Men, too, 


touchei re much akin to the Maſtiffs ! 


e muſica 


ith their Wives; 


. rough, and ro- 
buſt, in coming on ; but they leave all their Wit 
And then give them 
cals of Beef, and Iron, and Steel, and they 


ese 


is a Bea hike Wolves, and fight like Devils. 

The du Dax. Aye; but theſe Erglif are ſhrewdly out of 
r in hin Reef. Come, now we'll in, tis about two o'Clock. 
im ;—Mond —— let me fee by Ten, -- 


ind, 50 
lute, an 


Dat 


Cz 


e ſhall have, Each, a hundred Zngli/bmen. [ Excunt. 
Enter King Henry, from the French Side. 


K. Hen. Willing toview'em near, Fve been endanger'd 
beyond a Leader's Prudence — Here I am ſafe : 


Let 


. — 


% 


From diſtance, ſend their flow and folemn Sounds - 
The luſty French invite the drowſy Morning; 
Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 
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Let me look back awhile, and pauſe for Thought. 
The Night wears off with flow-and heavy Pace; 
Now, creeping Murmur and the poring Dark, 
Fill the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe : 

From Camp to Camp, thro? the hich Shade of Night, 
'The Hum of Either Army ftilly ſounds ! 

'The outfix'd Centinels almoſt receive 

Ihe ſecret Whiſpers of Each others Watch: 

Fire anfwers Fire; and thro” their paly Flames, 
Each Battle ſees the Other's umber'd Face 

Steed threatens Steed in high and boaſtful Neigh, 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear: and from the Tents, 
The Armourers, accompliſhing the Chiefs, 

With Clink of Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 

Give dreadful Note of Preparation: 
The Country Cocks crow round us 


mournful Bell 


They the low-rated Exgliſi play at Dice for: 


My poor,  condemn'd, and thoughtful Followers 


Sit, patiently, round their ſmall watchful Fires, 
And mly ruminate the Morning's Danger: 

Their lank, lean Cheeks, ſad Air, and War-worn Coats 
Preſent them to the diſtant gazing Moon 0 

So many horrid Ghoſts ! Oh! "Thou Supreme! 


ITbou! in whoſe Hand alone lies Victory! 


Thou Maker of the Soul, that bows before thee 
judge *twixt my Foes and me If thou decreeſt 
To bleſs me with the Pow 'r of bleſſing others, 
Preſerve my Life, for all my People's Safety ! 
But, if my Death can free my dear-lov'd Country 
From any deep Diſtreſs my Life might cauſe her, 
Oh, then! accept Me, as my Subjects Sacrifice, 
And I have liv'd enough. Safe, in thy Hands, 
I zeſt. Receive me, if I'm doom'd to fall! 

And, if to triumph, guide me -[ Ext 


Enter Duke of York and Soldiers, meceing Exeter and 

| * Soldiers. 

_ Pork, Stand ! ——Who goes 
Exe. The Duke of Exeter. 


wv 


there ? 


York, 


York. \ 
Exe. E 
alks ov 


WBids all x 
nd call: 
upon his 


How dre: 


Nor does 


To the o 


= Freſh anc 
Wich che 


That eve 


E Bcholdin 


York. . 


Of fighti 
Exe. 
York. | 


O! Exet! 
If we no 
Then Jo) 
Adieu, 
Exe. | 
O, that 
Of thoſe 


No; pr” 
Let eaſy 
We wou 
Who fea 
Uncle! 


* — * 12 a a P 
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York. Saw you the King, my Lord? 
* Exe. He, Royal Captain of our rain'd Band! 
A alks out from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent, 


ids all good Morrow, with a gentle Smile, 
nd calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countrymen : 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note, | 

How dread an Army has ſurrounded him : 

Nor does he dedicate one Jot of Colour | 
To the o'erwatch'd and weary Night——but looks 


- WFreſh and Serene, and covers Apprehenſion 
-igh With chearful Air, and ſmiling Majeſty ; - 
Tents, That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 


EBcholding Him, plucks Comfort fr m his Looks. 
York, —— Oh! He's a noble King! Good Heav'n 

protect Him! 

Of fighting Men They have full Sixty-thouſand ! 

Exe. That's five to one—Beſides they are all freſh ! 

York, ern Arm ſtrike with us —'Tis a fearful 
Odds! 

O! Exeter, farewel ! Embrace we cloſe, 

If we no more meet, till we meet in Heaven, 

Then 7 nth my noble Friend and Brother! 

Adieu, for ever ! fs 6 

Exe. Noble Vert, farewel ! 

O, that we now had here but One Ten-th6uſand 


ful Bell 


zunds - 


rn Coats 


me! Of thoſe in England, who do no Work to-day ! 
oF | Enter King Henry. 
ereeſt K. Hen. Whence was that fruitleſs Wiſh ? my Un- 


cle Exeter / 

No! my good Uncle! If we are mark'd to die, 
We are 22 for Loſs ! and, if to live, 
The fewer Men, the greater Share of Honour! 
Lam not covetous of Gold or Plunder, | 


intry 
her, 


ce, ” 

ands, Gay outward 'Things dwell not in my Deſires : 

1 But if it be a Sin to covet Honour, 
LE che moſt offending Soul alive. 


eter and ¶ Let eaſy Paſſports make the fearful Cafe. 


We wou'd not die in that Man's Company, 
Who fears his Fellowſhip to fall with as ; 
Uncle ! what Day is this ? 

York, , 


th = 2 ay Fr 
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No; pr'ythee, wiſh not one Man more from Exglaud 3 


C 3 | Exc. 


* 
* 
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Exe. St. Criſpin's Day. * g 
K. Hen. He who outlives this Day, and comes ſaſe 


222 Home, ' Orl, We 
Will rouſe him, at St. Criſpia's well-known Name; Ml zur. V 
"The Man, who' ſees this Day, and lives old Age, I 


q 7 but bet 
Nur Show- 
Ind leave 
Where is n. 
Farce Bloc 
give ea 
e Vapor 
2 Orl, 1 
What our f 
bout our 
Jo clear ti 


Shall yearly, on the Vigil, feaſt his Neighbours, 
And ſay, to-morrow is St. Cri/pin's Day 

Then will he ſtrip his Sleeve, and ſhew his Scars, 
Old, as he ſhall be then, he'll not m_ 

What Feats he did this Day Then ſhall our Names, 
Familiar in his Mouth, as Houſhold Words, 

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Saliſbury, York, and Glefter / 
Be, in his flowing Cups, freſhly remember'd ! 

This Story ſhall & Good Man teach his Son, 

And Criſpin's Day, henceforth; ſhall ne'er go by, 
But we ſhall be remember'd in it! We, 

We Few, we happy Few! we Band of Brothers! 

For He, to-day, who ſheds his Blood with me, 


Dau. Soi 


Shall be my Brother, be he ne'er ſo mean. | ( 
Ee. Nowſhall our Country's Courage meet a Danger, Mon Iſland 
Worthy Her Warrior's Wiſhes, W-favour'c 
K. Hen. Out-number'd, as we are, beyond Proportion, heir ragg 
golely to truſt our Valour, were but Raſhneſs : Ind our A 
Diſcretion weighs the utmoſt Grain of Danger. Wo Mars { 
Tue Ground we cover, by yon V Wage fenc'd, Ind, faint 
- Secures our Rear; On either Flank, ſtrong Hedges, heir Hort 
And deep-trench'd Ditches guard us from Approach : ob down 
Line eto wich choſen Bands of Engliſb Archers, nd in the 
And let Sir Walter Orpington command them; es foul, 
_ Cloſe let them ſhrowd their Terror, till the French, Ind their 
Strong in fierce Cavalry, come pouring on, Y oer the 
To break our Front Then let our Archers riſe, our. T 
And drifted Clouds of Death-wing'd Arrows gall f 
Their open Flanks Hence will Diſorder — 5 O:l. In 
And, ſpreading dreadful, mix their Troops together : I 
Be that, brave Tori, the Signal for Your Onſet ; ieſe Exe, 
Furious, attack, and making Inroad thro' them, Dau. Se 
Oer the caſt Horſemen, break upon their Foot, t 
And tread down Number, weakned by Confuſton: dme, the 


What more we wou'd have done, ſhall, as we pals, 
Be order'd ;— This Way, Uncle Exeter, | Exeunt, 
pak | | Enter 


"» 
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» Eater Orleans and Bourbon. * 


=O, Wel! Coufin Bourbon, is the Foe-embattled ? 
me; Br. When will the long'd-for Trumpet ſound to : 
, Y Horſe? ** i | | 
, Wo but behold yon poor and half. ſtarv'd Band, 1 
Nur Show-dreſs d War will fuck away their Souls, 
Sy ad leave them but the Shells—the Huſks of Men! | 
Where is not Work to buſy half our Hands ; e : 
James, Marce Blood enough in all their fickly Veins, 
give each Sword a Stain—we need but blow on 'em, 1 
e Vapour of our Valour will o'erturn em. } 
r = Ori, Tis poſitive, beyond Exception, Couſin! | 
What our ſuperfluous Crowds, who ſwarm unuſeful, 
bout our Squares of Battle, were enough 3 
7 Wo clear the Field of ſuch a weakned Foe. l 
Enter the Dauphin. 
Dau. Sound out the Note to mount, Ha, ha, ha— | 
Couſins !. [ Sound to Hor/e. : 
anger, Hon Iſland Carrions, deſp'rate of their Bones, 
W-favour'dly become the Morning Field: a 
drtion, heir ragged Curtains poorly are Tet looſe, p 
d our Air ſhakes them, paſſing ſcornfully : ' 
Wo Mars ſeems Bankrupt, in their beggar'd Hoſt, g 
nd, faintly, thro' a ruſty Bever peeps : {i | 
edges, Meir Horſemen fit unmov'd, and the poor Jades _ 
ach : ob down their Heads, droopiug the Hide and Hips; 
nd 1n their pale, dull Movths,. the moldy Bit ; 
ies foul, with chew'd Graſs, ſtill, and motionleſs ; 
eb, Wnd their Execators, the knaviſh Crows, : 
Wy o'er them, all impatient for their Hour. . 
riſe, $ our. They've ſaid their Pray'rs, poor Rogues! and 
| ſtay for Death. . 
ow, Orl. In mere Compaſſion, we ſhould ſend them | 
her : | Dinners ; | | 
| Fheſe Exgliſb hate to die with empty Stomachs.. 
» Dau. See! my Guard waits me yonder On, to 
the Field ! | 
Mn: 


dme, the Sun's high, and we otras the Day. | * 
6 [ Exeunt. 
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' Sound of 4 Charge, with Drums, Trumpets, «i: =, © 
De Genius of England ri/es, and fegt. Wt us, 0 

: f a” 8 O N G. 2 | 5 
Fo ſmoth 


Earth of Albion ! open wide : We any O 

And give thy ring Genius way ! Dax. ( 

Swell with the Trumpet, and triumph with Pride, ct Life | 
At the glorioue Renown of this Day! I 

Look ! behold ! the marching Lines“ Hier 
- See ! the dreadful Battle joins / J 

Hark ! like twwo Seas, the ſhouting Armies meet ! Eee. 1 
5 Ecchoing Hills the Shock repeat ! 5 

Hind the Vale rings beneath their ruſhing Feet. K. Hen 

New, hearſe and ſullen beats the dead, deep Drum, 

And mourns in /ad, flow Sound the Overcome 1 ſaw him 
"Now, thick'ning loud, inſults the Ranks, that yield, 

Aud rolls a rumbling Thunder, round tht Field“ + 5d. 

Nou the Trumpet s forill Clangor enlivens De/pair, Wl mer 2 

Hnd, is Circles of Joy, floats, alarming in Air | en 

Till the Wind,. become muſical, charms, as it blow, = Nas 

And inflames, and awakens, the Foes “ =. h P 

Hark! Hark! tis done ! . 

| The Day is won ! Ind graf 

TD bend they break ! the fainting Gauls give wo hat bio 

yield, reluctant, to their Yiftor's Sway! hen crie 

Happy Albion ffrong to gais- iy Soul: 

Let Union teach Thee, not to win in vain ! in this 

Euter in Confiſion, Dauphin, Orleans, and Bourbon. 


Dau. Death to my Hopes! All is confounded, Aeach'd ; 

- Reproach, and everlaſting Shame, id, Dez 
Sit mocking on ourPlumes.! Ol damn'd Witch, Fortune roaning 
* Fortune We threw 
Let us not run away ! KR. Ind ſo, « 
Orl. Why, All our Ranks are broke. | 
Ber. Ol! Shame, beyond Example? Let us e he mov 

boburſelves! 2 

Are theſe the Wretches, whom we play d at Dice for Hut had 1 
Orl. Is this the King we ſent to for his Ranſom ? or all m 
Dau. Shame, and Eternal Shame! Nothing but ou nd gave 
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t us, once more, fly in, ruſh back again; 
iforder, that has ſpoil'd, befriend us now :., 
t us, on Heaps, go die, and hide our Enemy. 
Boar. We are enough yet A. the Field, 
o ſmother up the gh in our Throng, 
amy Order might be thought upon 
Dau. Confound all Order now —— Þ'll to the Preſs. 


9 
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n t Life be ſhort, or Shame will be too long. [ Excunt. 
X After another Alarm, Enter King Henry, Exeter, | 
| and Soldiers. | 
ret Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your | 
n Majeſty. 10k © 3. | 
K. Hen. Lives He, good Uncle — Thrice, within | 
Drum, - this Hour, ; 13 . 
gt aw him down, thrice up again, and fighting ; k | 1 
1: vil, on Helmet to the Spur, all Blood He was. L 
. In which Array, brave Soldier! now he lies, 
air, ed, and trod on, by the o'ertrampling Hcrie,' , 
ig the Plain :——-and by his bloody Side, - 4 
+ bl. <tfllow to his r Wounds, | 
„ be noble Earl of Safelt alto lies: , | 
* folk firſt dy'd; and York, all haggl'd over, | 
comes to him, where, inſteep'd in Gore he lay, Y : 
: Ind graſps him by the Neck —kiſſes the Gaſhes, 
e 3%) BT hat bloodily did yawn upon his Face; ; 
E,. en cries aloud, Stay for me, Couſin Suffo/k / 
we ly Soul ſhall keep thine Company to Heav'n, 
in this glorious, and well-troght Field, 
Bourbon, Fe kept together: On theſe Words, I came, >. 
4. All Ind cheer'd him up; He ſmil'd me in the Face, 1 
ded, A each'd me his Hand, and with a feeble Gripe, 1 
id, Dear my Lord! commend me to my Sovereign! 
„Fortune Proaning, he turn'd, and over Suffolk's Neck 1 
e threw his wounded Arm, and kiſs'd his Lips; 
Ind fo, eſpous'd to Death, ſeal'd with his Blood | 
Teſtament of noble-ending Love! . MM 
t us ſß he moving and ſweet Manner of it, forc'd 
: Flood of Grief, which I wou'd fain have ſtop'd, | 
Dice for ut had not left ſo much of Man about me . 1 
nſom! or all my Mother came into my Eyes, 1 
ang nd gave me up to Tears. I 


K. Hen. 
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—— 8 und 
or, hearing t muſt, co 
With wat'ry Bye, or mine will guſh 2 


Enter Bourbon. 


Exe. 2 Duke of Bowrbon, from the French, f 
lege ! 
. Hen. Come you again for Ranſom ? 
Bour. No, Great King! 
I come for free, and charitable Licence, 
That we may wander o'er this bloody F ield, 
To book our Dead ; and ere we bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our common Men ; 
This my firſt Errand, Sir: 
His Highneſs, the Prince Dauphin, c comes to greet Yo 
And wou'd, if ſo Your Majeſty permits, 
Propoſe new Terme, and meet in friendly Parley. 
Hen. Our Ear is even open to the Call 
Of honourable Peace Ile has fafe Conduct. 


Emer the Dauphin, the 2 — 
: p Orleans. 

Dau. Once more vidtorious, and  high-faved len 
We meet——Our Siſter, bfr 1 
And our dread Sovereign, Imperial Father, 
Committing to our Care the Public Safety, 

We come, with tho' unwilling Wonder, 

To own the Hand of n in Your is : 
Ten-thouſand French lie, breathleſs on yon Field, 
Of whom but fixteen-hundred Common Men! 
On Your Side, if the ſtrange Report not errs, 
Beſides the Duke of York, and Earl of Suffo/k, 
None elſe of Name and of all other Men, 

Bat five and twenty——Heav'n | thy Arm was here 
When in plain Shock, and even Play of Battle, 

Was ever known ſo t, ſo little Loſs ? 

But we ve not loſt to Vou the Shame of Loſing, 
Is overpaid by fuch a Victor's Glory. 

Stand in my Place: Be Regent over France, 

_ Ev'n while my Father lives and when his Days 
Reach _ wgh Period, Reign——and join the King 
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ke my lov'd Siſter, and be happy, Ever! 

ne, prophetic Hope foreſhews me Comfort! 

l not long ſurvive my ſquander'd Fame. 

er! farewel ;——the. reſt we leave to You. 

1 [Exit Dauphin. 

. Hen. The Prince, high - minded, ſwells with 


| gen'rous Sorrow, 
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Wd 'twere to injure him, to urge him back. | 
, fince I call theſe matchleſs Beauties mine, . 
Nee ſhall break out, and, with enliv*ning Luſtre, 

ſc moiſt Affliction from the Widow's Eye; 0 
mou d be bleſs'd, and gay, when You thus ſmile; 
ture ſhou'd dance with LW when Love, and Peace, 
Ws twin'd together, ſhade the ſhelter'd World. 
Prin. O! Noble Henry / ſpite of that Eſteem ; | 
y glitt'ring Virtues ſtrike my wond'ring Soul with! 
me Sighs muſt be allow'd to ſad Reflexion, 

pw dear our promis'd Joys have coſt my Country. 

K. Hen, The tender Woe becomes thy gentle Nature; | 
dmpaſſion is the humbleſt Claim of Miſery, | 
d They, who feel not Pity taſte not Love: ; 
Pele of Exeter! ſend out, to ſtop ; 
rſuit, and ſtay the Hand of Deſolation : - 

e muſt not waſte a Country, we have won: | 
dmmand, that in their undifloly'd Array, | 


er, r Foot kneel humbly, and our Horſemen bow, | 

d, ere they take their Reſt, pay Heav'n its Due. 41 
11 Thus have our Arms triumphant purchas'd Fame, | 
ield, d warlike England boaſts a dreadful Name; | 
"IF that the bright Example might inſpire ! | 
Y d teach my Country not to waſte her Fire! | i 
i, It, munning Faction and Domeſtic Hate, | 
nd All her Vigour, to advance her State. | 
/as here! 
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P Such thund'ring Fame muſt mighty Hopes awaken : 
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spoke by Mrs, OLDFIELD. 


Pre fbewn Ye, Sirs how France, of Old, wa: giÞ 
And, now, I'Il tell ye, auby aue kept it not- 
This Hero's Son and Heir, no warring Ranger 
L Grace, obey'd his Wife, and hated Danger. 
Our Harry fought all Day, and ſlept al! Night: 
Nor dreamt of gentler Toys than thoſe of Fight. 
The bold in War, His Feats in Love were faint ! * 
And this fam 4 Champion gawe the World a—— San 
There was a Bliſs ! Oh ! hiny_avas Kate in 


But, tir d with Aion, Her Heroic Lover 3% 
Was found, in Peace and Wedlock, no great Mover, 


. There lay the Guilt :——zor went unpuniſh'd, long | s 
Weak tho? the Son was, his ill Fate was ſtrong. = 
Lig d by flack Reins, and quite broke looſe, at la/}, 
The Horſe of Pow'r th unequal Rider caſt, 

Then roſe Diviſion, Faction, and Debate; 

” And that rank Weed, Rebellion, choa#d the tat- 
Plunder u. Law; and Force, on both Sides, Right; Z 
And Rogues in Red raviſh'd with all their Might! E 
Widows and Wives, were taſt d to their full Skill! 
And fiubborn Maids were pleas'd againſt their Vi! 
No Plots, 10 hoodwink Horns, were then of U/: ; 

For the whole Sex made One allow'd Excuſe : 

Why, Dear, what Help for't ?—I was vex'd, I ſwear 
had not been fo ſerv'd, had You been ther: 


New, for ſome grave Inſtruction, from the Play, 

To end you, warn'd, as well as pleas'd, away : 
bo, by the Woes of a weak Prince's Rule, 

© Learns not to bleſs the ſteady, brave, and cool? 
All that a Kingdom feels, of good, or ill, 
She owes to her King's Weakneſs, or his Skill: 
Still what the Monarch is, fill ſuch the State, 

For à King's Conduct, 75 bz; People's Fate. 
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